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CHAPTER I. 

THE FAIR ROSAMOND. 

I HAVE witnessed in my time — I do not care 
to say how many years ago that may be — 
some strange scenes, and taken part in not a few 
dashing enterprises in connection with the Slave 
Squadron on the west coast of Africa. Some of 
these will, I think, interest and amuse the gen- 
eral reader, especially if, in telling them, I can 
manage to avoid the profuse use of, to landsmen, 
unintelligible sea-terms, in which nautical tale- 
writers are so unmercifully prone to indulge. 
Without further preface, then, I start, almost 
necessarily, with the story of the Fair Rosamond^ 
although incidentally only connected with the 
exertions of the Slave Squadron, and partaking 
more of a shore than a sea character. 

Just previous to entering the service, I was a 
gawky stripling of nineteen, residing in the Vale 
of Bath, County Surrey, Jamaica; my boyish 
head full of silly romance, and my heart alter- 
nately swayed by two master passions — ^love of 
bright eyes and blue water. Two attractive ob- 
jects pointed and individualized this double 
penchant — one, the Fair Rosamond, the other, a 



6 THB ADVBNTURBS OP A NAVAL OPPICBB. 

beautiful maid of Bath — Jamaica, not Somerset- 
shire Bath. 

I found it difficult to decide between these 
rival beauties; the elegant, fine-moulded frame 
of the Fair Rosamond reposed gracefully as a 
swan upon the waters, and there was a light, 
airy, coquettish way about all her movements, — 
rakish I should say, but that I am speaking of a 
lady, — especially when an hour or so after the 
rising of the land-breeze she unfolded her white 
wings in the bright morning sunlight, and glided 
from Kingston Roads toward Point Morant, the 
fresh waves leaping and sparkling to embrace 
her as she passed, and then, doubling on her 
path, shot back to her moorings with the undu- 
lating sweep and velocity of a sea-bird, which 
was perfectly irresistible. As frequently hap- 
pens, I had become enamored of this beauty be- 
fore informing myself of her true character, 
which, upon inquiry, I found to be anything but 
immaculate. 

" You know her captain, of course? " re- 
marked young Preestun, the nephew of a Kings- 
ton merchant, who, like me, was watching the 
brigantine's motions on such a morning as I 
have described. 

" By sight only. A slim young man, of perhaps 
eight or nine and twenty: I saw him come on 
shore In his fancy gig yesterday. What is his 
name? " 

" It is odd you do not know ; ask Mademoiselle 
ToUemache," replied Preestun, with a light sar- 
castic laugh ; " she can give you more informa- 
tion than any one else. As to his name, that 
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THB FAIR ROSAMOND. 7 

which he bears here is no secret; he is called 
Charles Hubert — Captain Charles Hubert. 

" And pray what trade is Captain Charles Hu- 
bert engaged in ?" I asked, after a moment's 
reflection. 

" What trade — humph ! Well, whilst here, 
Captain Hubert's trade, as far as I have seen, 
consists in gaming, drinking, racing, betting, and 
so on ; pleasant, all that, if it would but last." 

" He is a man of fortune, then? " 

" Of amazingly good fortune, I am told," re- 
plied Freestun, still in the same light ironical 
tone; " and if one might credit," he added, ^* what 
our Jamaica gossips say, — but they are such 
slanderers, you know, — Captain Hubert can play 
at the now forbidden game of Blanc et Noir^ blanc 
to win five times out of six, as well as any skipper 
north or south of the Line." 

" I understand; but what does he here, then? " 

" Ask Mademoiselle Virginie, I repeat; she is, 
I have reason to suspect, particularly intimate 
with this interesting captain, or at least — but 
there goes old Squaretoes to the office: I must be- 
gone; farewell!" 

This was odd, — ^perplexing. This same Vir- 
ginie Tollemache was the fair maid of Bath I 
have spoken of; and how, in the name of all the 
Saints, could there be any sympathy between 
that bright particular star in the galaxy of wom- 
ankind and a mercenary trader in human beings, 
— a vulgar, slave-dealing ruffian? It could only 
be a scurvy jest of Preestun^s — nothing more. To 
suppose otherwise were sheer blasphemy; and 
yet I had scarcely a right to arrive at so peremp- 
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tory a conclusion, my knowledge of Mademoiselle 
ToUemache being, as with the treacherous Fair 
Rosamondy of a very distant and superficial kind. 
All I knew of her, and of her family, may be 
summed up in a very few words: — 

Mr. Andrew ToUemache, a Scotch gentleman, 
in Jamaica about fifteen months previously, as 
manager and superintendent of an estate, chiefly 
situate in the Vale of Bath, belonging to Augus- 
tus Penhurst, Esq., a Cornish gentleman and 
member of Parliament, and was succeeding in his 
arduous vocation remarkably well. I, his only 
surviving son, of course, accompanied him. 

Mr. Andrew ToUemache, a Scotch gentleman, 
married to a French lady, resided in Vale Lodge, 
about a mile nearer to the town, or village, of 
Bath than our domicile. Mr. ToUemache, for- 
merly of Trinidad, was a prosperous planter, and 
Virginie was his only child. She was, I con- 
cluded, called Virginie, — Mademoiselle Vir- 
ginie, — because her mother was known as 
Madame ToUemache. The practice of hospital- 
ity is a religion in the Antilles, and it thus hap- 
pened that my father and myself were frequent 
guests at Vale Lodge, and that I, as a matter of 
course, fancied myself desperately in love with 
the divine Virginie. 

Beautiful exceedingly, of stately and elegant 
form, lustrous as a tropical star, — a radiance, by 
the way, very different from that of the pale 
points of light which dot our northern hemi- 
sphere, — dreamy, dark-eyed as a gazelle, and 
three years my senior, she would, I doubt not, 
have half expired with laughter had any one sug- 
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gested that she was an crbject of serious admira- 
tion to such a lubberly young cub as I then was. 

This was transparently clear, even to my own 
silly self, and, spite of the charm of her occa- 
sional presence and society, and, descending to 
mundane attractions, the beauty of the island, 
the splendor of its luxuriant vegetation, and the 
many agremens incident to a West India haUtat, 
the ardent longings for a sea life, first awakened 
on the beaches of Devon, returned strongly upon 
me, and gathered force and intensity with every 
passing hour. 

Wearied at length with my incessant importu- 
nities, my father was induced to promise that, at 
the first favorable opportunity, my wishes should 
be complied with. We had thought of opening 
negotiations with the captain of the Fair Rosa- 
motidy but the morning revelations would of ne- 
cessity put an end to such a purpose at once and 
forever. 

The reader is now suflBiciently cognizant of the 
state of affairs in connection with myself, rela- 
tives, and neighbors, as they existed on the day 
when Captain Charles Hubert's character and 
vocation, and his asserted intimacy with Virginie 
ToUemache, were so broadly hinted at by young 
Mr. Freestun. 

I sauntered homewards late in the evening, — 
if that could be called evening of which the silver 
splendor rivaled in luminous transparency the 
golden glory of the day, rendering distant and 
surrounding objects as distinctly visible as at 
noontide. My father was not at home ; he might 
be at Vale Lodge, and T bent my not unwilling 
feet thither in quest of him. 
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A quarter of an hour brought me to a sharp 
turn in the path, distant only about two or three 
hundred yards from the avenue of palms leading 
directly to Mr. ToUemaehe's house. Before I 
could myself be seen, I caught a glimpse of two 
persons standing close by each other, just within 
the shadow of the trees. I leapt back to the con- 
cealing shelter of some bushes as hastily as if a 
deadly serpent had suddenly confronted me. 

One of those persons I recognized at a glance, 
— ^it was Virginie ToUemache ; there was no mis- 
take about that; but who could her companion 
be? He stood more within the shadow than his 
companion did, and his back, as he conversed, ap- 
parently with great earnestness, with her, was 
toward me; yet did Freestun's words flash, with 
instantaneous conviction of their truth, across 
my mind! The fellow's height, his figure, were 
those of the captain of the slaver; but I should 
be sure presently, for they were about to part. 
The lady, by her frequent and hurried glances in 
the direction of her father's house, appeared to 
apprehend interruption or discovery from that 
quarter, and by her impatient gestures, as she 
forcibly disengaged her hands from his, it was 
evident she was urging his immediate departure. 

At last he yielded to her entreaties; they em- 
braced each other tenderly, and separated, the 
lady speeding along the avenue toward her 
home, and the gentleman, after a moment's hesi- 
tation, walking gayly toward me, whistling as he 
came. I at once stepped into the broad path, 
and we rapidly neared each other. Captain 
Charles Hubert — it was he — was somewhat 
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startled at seeing me, and made a kind of irreso- 
lute pause as if to speak, but his half-formed pur- 
pose did not hold, and with a defiant toss of his 
head, a twirl of his cane, and a louder whistle, he 
passed on. 

I walked slowly toward Vale Lodge, where I 
found my father, as I expected, profoundly im- 
mersed in the game of backgammon with Mr. 
Tollemache; Madame Tollemache was busy with 
some accounts at a side table, and Mademoiselle 
Virginie was sitting as demurely and tranquilly 
at the pianoforte as if she had just come in from 
church or a prayer-meeting; only when she ap- 
proached the table to bid us farewell, the light of 
the candles showed me, though no one else no- 
ticed it, that her eyes were full of tears, and 
there was a trembling sadness in her " Good 
night " which sounded on my ear like the echo of 
a recent and painful agitation. 

Boy as I was, and apart from any silly, selfish 
sentiment, I felt deeply grieved — shocked I may 
say. The proud, sensitive, beautiful girl had, I 
feared, ventured upon a slippery and dangerous 
path, in which one false step were ruin. I did 
not, however, feel that I had any right to betray 
her secret, and except to my father, who uttered 
not a word of reply or comment, I did not breathe 
a syllable of the matter to a living soul. 

I rose the next morning very late, and, with 
more vehemence than ever, entreated my father 
to redeem his promise of sending me to sea, no 
matter in what ship, scarcely in what capacity. 

" Well, well," he half ironically replied, " I'll 
see what can be done; you're not fit for a civil- 
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ized shore life, that's very certain ; perhaps, how- 
ever, a strict man-of-war captain may be able to 
drill you into sense as well as seamanship; and, if 
I mistake not. Commander Penshurst is just the 
man for such a task/' 

" Commander Penshurst! '' 

" Ay, cousin to the proprietor of this estate ; he 
commands his Majesty's sloop of war Curlew, 
just arrived at Port Royal. He will be here to- 
morrow, and I think it not unlikely that he may 
obtain you a midshipman's warrant." 

I jumped on my feet, and clasped my hands 
with ecstasy. " My dear father! do you really 
think so? " 

" Why, yes, I know him well, and I think he 
would even strain a point to oblige me. I see by 
the papers that he has had a smart boat affair 
with an armed Spanish slaver off Cuba, in which 
several of his crew, including a middy, have lost 
the number of their mess. The prize has been, 
sent into the Havana for adjudication by the 
Mixed Commission there, and he has brought 
thre^ of her hands, — Englishmen, and said to be 
deserters, — to Jamaica. The Curlew will remain 
here ten days or a fortnight, some repairs being 
necessary. You are aware, Tom," he added, 
gravely, "that she is attached to the African 
Slave Squadron? " 

Certainly, I was aware of that; but when did a 
madcap greenhorn, eager for novelty and adven- 
ture, stop to calculate the danger of the (*ourse 
he was bent upon pursuing? I was entranced by 
the fjudden brilliancy of the prospect opening be- 
fore lue. 
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As to Mademoiselle Virginie, my dominant 
thought, I remember, with regard to that terres- 
trial angel, was one of exultation at the morti- 
fication and regret she must infallibly experience 
when, dazzled with my new uniform, she became 
aware what a promising young Nelson she had 
slighted and passed over for a rascally slave- 
monger ! 

Commander Penshurst was punctual to his ap- 
pointment, went over the plantation, and ex- 
pressed himself extremely pleased with the con- 
dition of his relative's estate. This was a favor- 
able opening, and my father made the request 
agreed upon. Captain Penshurst was a fine- 
looking, dashing officer, in the early prime of life; 
and, as my father spoke, his dark hawk-eye meas- 
ured me from head to foot in a way that sent the 
hot blood to my toe and finger ends in a gallop. 

" Humph ! by no means an ill-favored young 
fellow, Sutcliffe, this son of yours, though it's 
rather late in the day with him for a start in na- 
^al life: I can, however, give him an acting war- 
rant, which I dare say the admiral will confirm; 
the sooner, therefore, he gets his sea-togs on, and 
reports himself on board, the better.^' 

These words decided my destiny, and three 
days afterward I stepped, handsomely rigged 
out, upon the Curlew^s deck. I was kindly re- 
ceived by Lieutenant Armstrong, a strict disci- 
plinarian, but a kind-hearted, gentlemanly man, 
though he did, in sailor-phrase, come in at the 
hawse-holes. 

The Curlew was a powerful vessel of her class, 
carrying eighteen guns, four of which were car- 
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ronades, upon a flush deck, besides a long nine- 
pounder brass swivel gun about midships, and 
had a prime crew of one hundred and seventy-five 
men and boys. The required repairs were nearly 
completed, and but a few days would elapse, I 
was informed, before we again steered for the 
southwest of Africa. The Fair Rosarmyiid was 
still at her moorings, at no great distance from 
the Curlew, but quite ready for a sudden start, 
having cleared at the Chistom-House some days 
previously for the Cape Verde Islands, and 
thence to the Gambia and Rio Grande, in quest 
of palm oil, — a common dodge of slavers in those 
days, because affording them an excuse for tak- 
ing on board a large number of empty casks des- 
tined to hold the water necessary for the crowd 
of human beings they expected to bring off. 

Keen eyes on board the sloop were frequently 
bent upon the Fair Rosammid; and it was the 
opinion of most of the old hands that they had 
seen the brigantine before, though not within 
such easy speaking distance, and when not paint- 
ed in quite such fal-the-ral style as at present. 
We saw very little of Captain Penshurst — busi- 
ness or pleasure kept him almost constantly 
ashore, — but the service of the ship was carried 
on with order and dispatch by the lieutenant in 
command, and the Curlew was reported ready 
for sea some time before it was expected she 
would be. 

I obtained leave to go on shore for the pur- 
pose of bidding my friends good-by, and on 
reaching home I was not a little surprised to find 
my father, togged smartly, off for a grand dinner- 
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party at the ToUemaches, and that I was to ac- 
company him. He almost laughed out as I^ on 
hearing this^ frizzed up my hair with my fingers, 
and glanced complacently at my new uniform, in 
a mirror opposite. " You silly jackanapes,^' he 
pleasantly broke out, " what chance, think you, 
can a beardless stripling like you " (this was a 
libel as regards beard) ^^ have against a man 
wearihg two gold epaulettes? '^ 

I made no reply to this courteous speech, — 
one reason being that I did not comprehend it, 
but a short time after setting foot in Vale Lodge 
it was perfectly intelligible. Captain Penshurst 
was there; and it was plain as daylight that he 
and the enchanting Virginie were acknowledged 
contracted lovers, — ^so rapid is the growth of sen- 
timent and passion in those hot, tropical cli- 
mates. 

Mr. and Mrs. ToUemache were also evi- 
dently aware of, and gratified with, their daugh- 
ter's important conquest, — ^the captain of the 
Curlew having wealth as well as social rank to 
bestow. While I, for more reasons than one, 
was exceedingly ill at ease. How about the 
moonlight meeting with the skipper of the brig- 
antine beneath the palm-trees? 

Ought I not to inform Captain Penshurst of 
that significant circumstance? "Virginie," I 
bitterly cogitated, " Virginie is a vain, heartless 
coquette, and it is my duty, therefore, to ^^ 

" Don't make a fool of yourself, Tom," broke 
in upon my reverie, from my father's voice, care- 
fully pitched in an undertone. I was standing, 
at the moment, in a window-recess, apart from 
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the company. " Don't make a fool of yourself, 
Tom: I know vi^hat you are muttering about, 
quite vi^ell: a mere girlish caprice, depend upon 
it, that could not for a moment be expected to 
survive the addresses of a bona fide captain of the 
royal navy. Be silent, therefore, upon matters 
that concern you not." 

I deferred to this, parental counsel, and as 
quickly as possible took my leave of the very 
agreeable party. This vi^as on a Sunday. On 
the Tuesday we were to sail; and, late on the 
previous evening, we were surprised by the cap- 
tain's hail from a shore-boat nearly alongside, — 
he not being expected on board till the next 
morning. There was a brilliant moon; and the 
instant Captain Penshurst reached the deck, I 
saw that he was in a state of extreme excite- 
ment. 

His face was white as stone; and so were his 
firmly-compressed, yet quivering lips; and a vol- 
cano of passionate rage gleamed in his burning 
eyes. He walked sharply aft, and spoke briefly 
with Lieutenant Armstrong: the subject was, I 
could hear, the Fair Rosamond and her captain. 

Presently he came forward and abruptly ad- 
dressed me: " Sutclifie, you know something of 
this Captain Charles Hubert, as he calls himself: 
so, at least, your father hints. Is this so? " 

" I know very little of him, sir — and that — " 

" Do you know where he is likely to be met 
with just now? " interrupted Captain Penshurst, 
impatiently. 

" Very probably at the Royal Hotel." 

" Show me: I know the fellow by sight myself, 
but you had better come with me." 
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The shore-boat was still alongside, and in ten 
minutes we were landed. The Koyal Hotel was 
soon reached, but we passed through several 
crowded rooms without meeting the object of our 
search. At length we found him in a billiard- 
room, with three or four companions. He was 
playing for a large stake, and did not notice our 
entrance. 

At last his eye caught the fixed, angry stare 
with which Captain Penshurst regarded him. It 
shook him somewhat; but, quickly rallying, he 
returned it with one equally fierce and menacing. 
His self-possession and steadiness of hand were 
however gone: he missed the easiest of strokes, 
and finally threw down his cue, with a curse. 
He had lost a considerable sum. Captain Pens- 
hurst's fiery glance was now, it seemed to me, 
riveted upon a curiously-twisted guard-chain 
round Hubert's neck, to which, I supposed, a 
watch was attached. 

" Will you play with me? " exclaimed the com- 
mander of the CurleWj with startling abruptness, 
as he seized a cue, and approached close to Hu- 
bert: " You and I are, I am sure, old, though, 
I think, never before such near acquaintances as 
just now." 

A deep flush crimsoned the slave-captain's feat- 
ures, but he said nothing, and was moving away, 
when Captain Penshurst, who was fairly beside 
himself with passion, suddenly raised his cue, 
and, by a dexterous lateral jerk, struck open 
Hubert's waistcoat with the butt-end, thereby 
revealing a locket suspended by the curiously- 
twisted gold neck-chain. 
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To seize it/ glare at it with dilated eyes, and 
cast it wildly from him, was, with Captain Pens- 
hurst, the work of an instant. " Rascal," he 
shouted, " from whom did you steal that por- 
trait?" Hubert instantly saw his advantage; a 
mocking, triumphant light shot athwart his 
countenance, and his lips curled derisively, as he 
slowly rejoined, " Where did I steal this portrait 
of la belle Virginie, you ask? A pleasant ques- 
tion, truly. It strikes me now that you have 
chanced to see mine, similarly chained and 
mounted, in that charming person's possession: 
eh! most valorous captain? But here is some- 
thing you have not yet seen. Look! Read! ^ A 
man hien-aimiy Charles Hubert: — ^Virginie T/ 
And, see, the date is June 9, 1824; an old friend- 
ship, you perceive; and, I believe, your compan- 
ion there can satisfy you that it is a very inti- 
mate, affectionate one." 

A terrific blow on the face of the taunting ras- 
cal was Captain Penshurst's answer. Hubert 
reeled, lost his balance, and fell heavily on the 
floor; but regained his feet in an instant, and 
sprang toward his assailant with the leap and 
yell of a tiger. A bowie knife glittered for a mo- 
ment in hts hand; the next, an agonizing cry, and 
sudden jet of blood, proclaimed how fatally he 
had avenged himself. 

The terror and confusion of such a scene may 
be imagined. Hubert and his companions 
rushed out of the room, and I was left alone with 
the apparently dying captain. But a few mo- 
ments, however, passed before the landlord and 
others made their appearance: the sufferer, who 
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had fainted, was carried to bed, and medical as- 
sistance was instantly obtained. This done, I 
started off to inform the shore anthorities of 
what had happened, and next made for the Cur- 
lew in all haste. 

Lieutenant Armstrong, after listening to the 
account I gave with much emotion, instantly de- 
termined on boarding the Fair Rosamond, and 
seizing her captain, if on board, by the sole war- 
ranty of force; and hastily left the cabin for that 
purpose. 

He was too late: the Fair Rosamond had given 
us the slip : and all we could discern of her was 
the faint gleam of her white sails, already far 
away to the eastward. The lieutenant resolved 
upon instant pursuit: the necessary orders were 
given, and in less than no time we were cracking 
on in the wake of the brigantine, under a ten- 
knot breeze from the northwest. 

But the Atlantic is a wide place; and the morn- 
ing light revealed to us nothing but a vast ex- 
panse of air and ocean, untenanted by a ship or 
human being, save our ourselves. Our friend 
had, for the present at least, escaped. We, how- 
ever, kept on; reached in due time the Cape 
Verde Islands, looked in there, and subsequently 
ran down the African coast to about ten degrees 
of south latitude without falling in with either 
the Fair Rosammid or any other prizable craft. 
We did not, however, despair of overhauling the 
brigantine, for we heard of her repeatedly, and 
at length our hopes were realized. 

The sloop had just rounded a headland at no 
great distance from the mouth of the Coanza riv- 
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er, when the lookout aloft sung out, '' Sail ho! and 
right ahead." Every glass was instantly directed 
toward the stranger — distinctly visible at the 
distance of about half a league, though evening 
was fast closing in. 

There was no mistaking her, it was the FoAr 
Rosamondj plain enough, under crowded canvas, 
and slipping away to the westward at the rate of 
six knots at least, light as the wind was. She 
was well down in the water, and had, it was 
nothing doubted, a closely-packed living cargo 
on board. Every possible inch of canvas was in- 
stantly spread in pursuit; and, as it was evident 
we were seen, a gun was cast loose, and a shot 
sent across the slaver's bows; and at the same 
moment St. George's glorious ensign flew aloft, 
immediately greeted — as I have hundreds of 
times exulted to hear — by the incense of the man- 
stealer's maledictions. 

The impudent rascals returned the shot, 
hoisted Spanish colors, and, changing her course 
a point or two, ran oflf at a spanking rate. The 
Curlew^s guns would have reached her, but send- 
ing round shot after a vessel whose hold wns- 
crowded with human beings, was not to be 
thought of, except in the last extremity, and all 
our efforts were consequently directed to run 
alongside and capture her by boarding. This 
was more easily proposed than brought to pass. 

A stern chase is proverbially a long chase ; and 
our dance across the Atlantic after the Fair Ros- 
amond proved no exception to the rule. The 
nights were, however, fine and clear, so that we 
fortunately contrived not to lose sight of her. 
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Cuba, or possibly Porto Rico, seemed to be her 
destination ; but the wind and the Curlew baffled 
her efforts to reach either of the desired havens, 
and so far was she driven out of her course that 
the blue mountains of Jamaica had been for 
some time visible from the deck, when the fitful, 
varying breeze fell suddenly to a dead calm. 

This occurred in the night; and, as a thick 
mist, which came on at the same time, rose like a 
curtain in the dawning light, the Fair Rosamond 
was descried, as motionless as ourselves, at about 
two leagues' distance on the starboard bow. Un- 
less the devil could help his own, at such a pinch, 
with a speedy breeze, we were now sure of her. 
Three of the Curlew^s boats fell quickly from the 
davits into the water and were oflf in a crack, 
fully manned and armed, to take possession of 
the, at last, luckless brigantine. 

One hour's lusty pulling brought us alongside, 
and though a foolish attempt at resistance was 
made, the contest was brief as it was sharp, and 
the Fair Rosamond, with 175 likely negroes on 
board, was the lawful prize of the Curlew. We 
had scarcely breathed after the struggle, when 
the second lieutenant, Mr. Burbage, called my 
attention to the brigantine's launch, already at a 
considerable distance from the vessel. " Captain 
Penshurst's murderer," said he, " is escaping in 
that boat; do you follow, as you know his person, 
and be sure that no effort is spared to effect his 
capture." 

A small barrel of water, a bag of biscuit, and 
a compass, were tumbled into the sloop's pin- 
nace, and away we started in chase. I need not 
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dwell on the details of this boat race: suffice it to 
say that, by about eleven at night, we were so 
close upon our quarry, that the fugitives had no 
resource but to run their boat ashore near Yallah 
Point, Jamaica, and make for the interior of the 
island. One of them — ^the captain, I was pretty 
sure — was carried off in the arms of the men, 
having been, I presumed, wounded in resisting 
the Curlew^ s boats. 

Unacquainted as I was with the locality about 
Yallah Point, a night pursuit of the runaways 
would have been hopeless — absurd. The only 
thing to be done was to secure the captured 
launch, and get on myself toward Kingston, as 
fast as possible, across the country, leaving the 
men to follow, more at leisure, with the boats, 
coastwise. After several hours' delay, I suc- 
ceeded in procuring a horse, though a sorry one, 
and was thus enabled to reach the Vale of Bath 
at about noon the succeeding day. I had a strong 
suspicion as to where the wounded fox would 
run to earth, and I was not, it proved, mistaken. 
My father, after attentively listening to my 
story, informed me that he happened to be at 
Vale Lodge early in the morning, when a cry, 
taken up by a score of voices, suddenly rang 
through the house to the effect that Captain 
Charles Hubert was at the gate, mortally 
wounded — dying. 

The panic which instantly ensued was terrible. 
Madame Tollemache swooned, — her husband, 
usually so imperturbable, was greatly agitated; 
and as to Virginie, her wild demeanor and pas- 
sionate exclamations of sorrow, love, terror, and 
remorse, were vehement — overwhelming. 
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" This is strange news," I remarked. " Did he 
appear much hurt? " 

" Past all surgery, I should say, judging from 
his death-like aspect. That which especially as- 
tounds me," added my father, in a peevish tone, 
" in this strange business, is, that I understood 
from the Tollemaches themselves, that every ves- 
tige of a causeless jealousy had ben removed 
from Captain Penshurst's mind (he is quite re- 
covered, I should tell you, though still weak, and 
not permitted to leave his room), and that the 
preparations for his union with this precious 
Mademoiselle Virginie have been resumed. You 
must see him, Tom, without delay. So frank and 
honorable a man ought not to be so scandalously 
trifled with — deceived — bamboozled." 

I assented, and was speedily on the road to 
Kingston. Captain Penshurst expressed much 
pleasure at seeing me, and, although still pale 
and weak from loss of blood, appeared in jocund 
spirits. 

I minutely related all that occurred up to the 
time of landing at Yallah Point, and the narra- 
tive manifestly increased his good humor. " I 
am glad the fellow has escaped," he said, " I have 
chiefly my own rash folly to blame for what oc- 
curred. And I may mention to yow," he added, 
" that the affair of the portraits, and other mat- 
ters you wot of, are, Mr. Tollemache has solemnly 
assured me, capable of the most satisfactory so- 
lution. It was merely by accident Mademoiselle 
Tollemache met Captain Hubert, — and, — but the 
particulars of the explanation, Virginie insists, I 
shall first hear from her own lips." 
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The lover's eye lightened and his pale counte- 
nance flushed pleasurably as he thus spoke, as if 
he already felt Virginie's sweet breath upon his 
cheek, dissipating with its silvery tones the fool- 
ish suspicions he had entertained. 

It was cruel, though necessary, to destroy this 
allusion. " It is, also, I suppose, then," I began, 
" by pure accident that Captain Hubert is at this 
very moment sheltered at Vale Lodge, — 
that " 

"How! — what is that?" exclaimed Captain 
Penshurst, starting fiercely to his feet. " What 
do you say? " 

I repeated the account my father had given 
me, verhatim. As I spoke, a stern, almost fright- 
ful, expression gathered upon Captain Pens- 
hurst's countenance — ^the same that I had seen 
him wear on the evening of the quarrel with 
Hubert. 

"Can this be?" he muttered, with clenched 
teeth. " It seems impossible : but I will at least 
be satisfied, and at once. Do you, young sir," he 
added, " have a vehicle capable of containing 
two persons brought to the door immediately." 
I was about to remonstrate, but a peremptory, 
commanding-officer sort of gesture cut me short, 
and I hastened off to perform his bidding. In 
less than a quarter of an hour we were being 
driven, at a rapid pace, toward Vale Lodge. He 
had dressed himself in full uniform, — had, I 
knew, pistols in his side coat-pockets, and was 
taciturn as a mute during the entire ride. 

We reached Vnle Lodc^e just at the close of 
day. Scipio, a house slave, reconnoitered us from 
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a window, and immediately disappeared, leaving 
us at the wrong side of the gateway. Captain 
Penshurst again rang the bell violently. After a 
while the negro returned, accompanied by Mr. 
ToUemache, and the entrance to the house was 
unbarred. There was a strangely stern look about 
Mr. Tollemache's face. " This visit is an ill-timed 
one, Captain Penshurst,^' he said : " at a future 
day any explanation you require shall " 

" Nay — nay, sir," broke in Captain Penshurst, 
with explosive wrath, " I will be fooled no long- 
er: Hubert, the slave-stealer, and intentional as- 
sassin, is at this moment concealed here." 

" That is true," replied Mr. ToUemache, sadly. 
" Charles Hubert is here, and dying." 

"Dying! I will make sure of that. Lead on, 
sir, if you please." 

" Be it as you will : — ^yet stay, — the excitement 
may be injurious. You are ill, I see — faint- 
ing " 

" It is nothing : show me where he is : I will be 
satisfied." Mr. ToUemache moved away with- 
out further remark, and we silently followed. 
" He is in that room," said Mr. ToUemache, point- 
ing to a door on our right hand. 

"And who with him?" gasped Captain Pens- 
hurst, who was scarcely able to stand, from 
weakness and agitation, 

" Virginie and " 

" Ha! I thought so," shouted Captain Pens- 
hurst, throwing, as he spoke, the door impetuous- 
ly open : and we both stood upon the threshold of 
the death-chamber, — ^stood rooted there! So sad 
a sight is seldom seen as there disclosed itself. 
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Charles Hubert, — pale as his shirt — death-strick- 
en, — was reclining on a couch, his head sustained 
upon the bosom of the weeping Virginie, whose 
broken words breathed only love, and sorrow, 
and despair! Madame ToUemache sat close by, 
holding one of the patient's hands in hers, and 
apparently bowed down, overwhelmed with grief. 
Neither of them appeared to be aware of our pres- 
ence. 

" Kind, — ^generous, — ever faithful, — Virginie," 
murmured the dying man, as he gazed, with lov- 
ing eyes, in her face, " I have not deserved to die 
thus calmly — happily. And you, too,'' he added, 
faintly pressing Madame ToUemache's hand, " in 
this supreme hour, forgive me." 

A lamentable burst of grief replied to him, 
and a moment afterward his failing vision fell 
Upon Captain Penshurst. A faint, exultant smile 
played about tis lips, and he feebly beckoned 
him to aproach. Captain Penshurst complied, 
and, whether from physical weakness, or from 
awe of the dread presence whose shadow fell 
darker with every passing moment over the suf- 
ferer's countenance, sank on his knees beside the 
couch. 

" Give me your hand, my friend," murmured 
Hubert, " deeply do I repent me of the evil I have 
wrought you. But this dear hand in which I 
place yours, will, I know, repay all. You will be 
kind," he added, with increasing difficulty; " you 
will be good and kind, I know, because you — ^you 
deeply love my — my sister! " 

" Sister! " almost shrieked Captain Penshurst, 
springing to his feet as if impelled by a galvanic 
shock. " Sister! " 



THE FAIR ROSAMOND. 27 

" Ay," interposed Mr. Tollemache, gravely, 
" Virginie and Charles Hubert are brother and 
sister. But hush! This is no time for explana- 
tion." 

Not another word was spoken, while we kept 
solemn watch over the passing of an immortal 
soul. The day, as I have said, was fading, and in 
the tropics there is but brief twilight: day and 
night embrace each other closely. Darkness 
guickly veiled the pale, yet living features from 
our gaze, and, when the moon and stars shone 
with sufficient power into the room, we looked 
and saw that he was gone; but at what precise 
moment he departed we knew not. 

I have but a few words to add. Charles Hubert 
was Madame Tollemache's son by a former mar- 
riage. He had taken to wild courses, and had 
offended his parents beyond forgiveness by a dis- 
graceful marriage. They had left Trinidad and 
settled in Jamaica to avoid him. Virginie's love 
for her brother alone suffered no change, — but 
she was compelled studiously to conceal her in- 
terviews with him from her parents, and thus 
it was that we were all so egregiously misled. 

Captain Penshurst soon afterward left the 
service: in due time espoused Virginie Tolle- 
mache, and settled in Jamaica. The bride was 
given away by Admiral Sir Charles Rowley » 
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CHAPTER II 

THE REVENGE. 

Lieutenant Armstrong was commander 
(acting) of the Curlew for some months after the 
occurrence of the incidents related; and a more 
zealous or successful oflBcer has never, in my be- 
lief, illustrated the reputation of the British 
navy, for eflBciency and daring, in the hazardous 
and diflBcult service on the slave coast. In four 
months we had made three captures — irrespec- 
tive of the Fair Rosamondy — the name of one of 
which, El Ryena, sl clipper-brig that had long 
eluded the vigilance and outstripped the speed of 
our cruisers, as well as the ingenious mode by 
which she was finally made prize of, must have 
attracted the notice of many newspaper readers 
of those days. 

But, although a first-rate seaman and dashing 
commander, there was a defect, — perhaps I 
should say an exaggeration of character, — in 
Lieutenant Armstrong, which in a considerably 
degree marred his high qualities, and gave a tone 
of harshness to his demeanor, under certain cir- 
cumstances quite foreign, I am sure, to his real 
disposition. 

He was, in a word, — as I believe I have pre- 
viously hinted, — an iron disciplinarian, and this 
entirely from a conviction that only by the stern 
relentless application of the maritime code of 
punishment could the supremacy of the British 
navy be permanently maintained. 

Peremptory, irresponsible power, such as then 
existed in the service, is pretty sure, at one time 
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or other, to lead an officer who indulges in it to 
the commission of serious wrong and injustice. 

This, at all events, was once the case, during 
his professional life, with Lieutenant Armstrong, 
and the consequences of that great error were, by 
a remarkable fatality, visited upon him and oth- 
ers, at a time and in a manner equally unex- 
pected and terrible. This omitted, but instruc- 
tive passage in our naval history I am now about 
to place before the reader. 

We took El Reyna into Sierra Leone, and, 
while there, news was brought that Le Requin 
(The Shark), a fitly-named, notorious, and suc- 
cessful slaver, was on the coast. This vessel, 
the property of a French Brazilian Creole, was 
commanded by a skillful and active desperado of 
the English name of Harrison, and once a petty 
officer of the royal navy. His assumed designa- 
tion, however, was borrowed from the fine craft 
he commanded, — Captain Le Requin, — and he 
was reported to have under his orders a motley 
crew of some of the most reckless ruffians that 
could be picked out of the refuse of half a dozen 
civilized nations. 

It was, moreover, well-known that Le Requin^ 
when the " Black ^' market was slack, over- 
stocked, or more than usually hazardous, did a 
little in the way of ordinary, admitted piracy; 
and stringent orders had consequently been is- 
sued to the officers of the squadron to use their 
utmost efforts to sink or capture so daring and 
unscrupulous a rover. 

It was manifest that Lieutenant Armstrong 
listened to the many rumors afloat relative to 
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the probable whereabouts of Le Kequin with a 
far deeper than merely professional interest. His 
inquiries as to the appearance of the vessel, and 
the haunts she chiefly frequented, were earnest 
and incessant; and it was whispered among 
us that Harrison had served in the same ship 
with the commander of the Curlew, and that cir- 
cumstances of an unusual character had occur- 
red in connection with them both. 

However this might be, there was evidently 
some strong private motive at the bottom of the 
lieutenant's desperate anxiety to get away in 
search of the piratical slaver, and so quickly did 
he dispatch his official business relative to the 
Curlew^s last important capture, that we were 
at sea again in less that half the time we had 
reckoned upon remaining at Sierra Leone. Our 
course was to the south and east, and, as the 
winds proved favorable, the Curlew rapidly 
swept the African seaboard from Sierra Leone 
to the Bight of Biafra, looking as we passed into 
every inlet that might aflford shelter or conceal- 
ment to the object of our search. 

A sharp, wearying lookout was at length re- 
warded by a passing gleam of success. We were 
within about thirty leagues of Cape Lopez, which 
bore about S.S.W., and we were steering, close- 
hauled, upon the larboard tack, as nearly as pos- 
sible S.W., in order to give the Cape as wide a 
berth as. might be in passing, when the lookout 
at the mast-head announced first one and then 
two sails on the weather-bow. 

They rose quickly out of the water, and no 
wonder, for they had half a gale of wind on the 
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quarter, and it was not long before we could 
guess pretty accurately at the character of both. 
The headmost was a square-rigged ship, of about 
four hundred tons burden, pursued by an armed 
schooner of half that tonnage, coming up with 
her hand over hand. Commander Armstrong 
immediately pronounced the schooner to be Le 
RequiUy an opinion confirmed by several old salts 
who had obtained a passing glimpse of the cele- 
brated craft upon one or two occasions. 

As the Curlew, in anticipation of a dirty night, 
had been made very snug, did not show much 
top-hamper, it was hoped she might not be 
seen till Le Requin was within reach of her guns. 

For upward of an hour this appeared likely 
enough; but at last the anxious men, whose eyes 
swept the horizon in all directions, from the mer- 
chantman's deck, caught sight of us, and, unable 
to restrain their exultation at the glad vision of 
a British man-of-war creeping up to the rescue, 
instantly let off a piece of pop-gun artillery, ran 
up the union-jack, and set up a tiny shout in 
derision of the pursuer, which the direction of 
the wind just enabled us to hear and echo with 
sundry very hearty maledictions of their stupid 
throats. 

Le Requin quickly hauled her wind, and, at 
once recognizing the character of her new cus- 
tomer, got with all possible speed upon the same 
tack as ourselves, and, being a remarkably fine 
weatherly vessel, went off full half a point closer 
to wind than the Curlew, thus showing from the 
first moment the wellnigh hopeless aspect of the 
chase. Night fell — black as the inside of a tar- 
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barrel, — with a gale of wind that by midnight 
had increased to a tempest, accompanied by 
flashes of lightning and peals of thunder which 
those acquainted only with the electrical phe- 
nomena of temperate regions can form but a faint 
conception of. 

Frequently, during the night, a more than 
usually brilliant coruscation showed us Le Re- 
quiriy upon the white crest of a huge wave, far 
away to windward; but when the cold gray 
morning dawned, the schooner had utterly dis- 
appeared, leaving us miserably cold, wet, disap- 
pointed, and savage. One thing, at all events, 
our night's chase had taught us, that the Cur- 
lew was no match for Le Requin in point of speed, 
and that if we ever should succeed in putting 
salt upon his tail, it must be by some cleverer ex- 
pedient than that of running after him at the 
rate of five feet to his six. 

Captain Armstrong looked considerably bluer 
than the bluest of us, and did not reappear on 
deck till five or six hours after the ascertained 
disappearance of the schooner. He then ordered 
the Curlew^s course to be changed to the north- 
west till further orders. Those further orders 
were not issued till about noon on the morrow, 
when the sloop's head was pointed nearly due 
south ; and, while cracking* on under a stiflf breeze 
in that direction, the commander's new " dodge " 
for entrapping the coveted pray developed itself. 

The broad white ribbon along the gun line was 
painted black; our No. 1 man-of-war canvas was 
exchanged for some worn, and here and there 
patched, merchant sails fished up from the hold ; 
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the shiny brass fittings of the deck, and the glit- 
tering figure-head, were smudged brown; the 
brass swivel-gun amidships was unshipped and 
sent below; the carpenter and his crew manu- 
factured a lot of wooden gun-muzzles (Quakers), 
and these, when painted, were protruded from 
the port holes in place of the real barkers, which 
were carefully concealed beneath tarpaulin, sails, 
hencoops, gratings, and other lumber, and so os- 
tentatiously warlike were the " Quakers " fash- 
ioned, that their harmless character could be de- 
tected by half an eye at half a league's distance. 

Many other minor changes and disguises were 
effected, and the Curletv^s transmogrification was 
complete. We now gradually edged away to the 
eastward, and as soon as we reached about nine 
degrees south latitude, and five degrees east long- 
itude, the Curlew^s bows once more pointed 
northward, and we crept slowly enough along in 
the day while during the night we generally lay 
to, in order not to get along too rapidly. 

By the commander's orders, all the ofllcers, — 
himself included, — replaced their epauletted and 
laced uniforms and cocked hats by round jackets 
and hats; and not more than twenty men were al- 
lowed to be on deck during daylight. All these 
twigs being carefully limed, we made way at an 
average rate of not more than three or four 
knots an hour, and in as lubberly a fashion — 
considering the but recent practice of the crew in 
that line — as could be expected. 

Time crept on as lazily as we did, and doubts 
whether our captain's clever contrivance would 
not end in smoke were beginning to be entertain- 
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ed, vehen we spoke a brig bound for the Cape, a 
little north of the equator, which gave us the 
pleasant information that a large bark she had 
fallen in with, laden with ivory, palm-oil, and 
gold-dust, had been plundered the previous even- 
ing by a piratical schooner, supposed to be Le 
Requin. 

The crew, it was further stated, had not been 
personally maltreated, and the bark had pro- 
ceeded on her course. This was great news, and 
so well did it sharpen the optics of many of us, 
that an almost simultaneous hail, from half-a- 
dozen voices, at daybreak the next morning, an- 
nounced a strange sail, hull down, astern, and 
steering westward. 

Every glass in the sloop was quickly directed 
toward the stranger, whose white sails — unmis- 
takably those of a schooner — glanced brilliantly 
in the newly risen unclouded sun. Everybody 
felt or aflfected to be sure it was Le Requin; and 
when the schooner — which did not for some time 
appear to see us — turned her bowsprit toward 
the CurleWy and crowded sail [the wind was 
southerly — right aft], evidently in pursuit, the 
last lingering doubt vanished. 

And we, of course, zealously busied ourselves 
with ostentatious efforts to effect our escape from 
the suspicious-looking craft. But, spite of all 
we could do, so miserably was our ship handled 
and steered, — ^terror-stricken men do nothing 
well, — ^that we could hardly get five knots out of 
her; and the ferocious schooner would, it was 
quite certain, be up with us in less than no time. 
The commander's face was deathly pale, from 
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over-excitement, I supposed ; and as for the crew, 
they were in an ecstasy of uncontrollable mirth. 

The notion of a British sloop of war running 
away from, and being chased by a slaver or pi- 
rate, was a joke so exquisite as to defy all ordin- 
ary modes of expression; and the astounding ca- 
pers the men cut — ^the grimly comical squints 
and winks, and quiet grins (silence being strictly 
enforced) they exchanged with each other and 
the advancing schooner, were irresistibly droll. 

Once it was feared that a misgiving as to 
whom it was he was so eagerly pursuing had 
seized our friend, for when not more than half 
a league astern he suddenly luffed, and stood 
across our wake, apparently in keen scrutinizing 
observation. 

His hesitation was but momentary, — the fierce 
aspect of the " Quakers,^' I think, reassured him, 
— and the chase was resumed. In about half an 
hour he ranged fiercely upon or weather-beam, 
and as the red flash and white smoke which her- 
alded a shot across the Gurlew^s bows broke out 
of the schooner's side, a hoarse, powerful voice 
roared through a trumpet from the after-part of 
the deck, " Heave to, or I'll sink you." 

The commander of the Curlew leaped upon a 
gun-carriage, lifted his round glazed hat, and re- 
joined, in as loud and fierce, but mocking tone, 
" That will we. Captain Le Requin, and in a hurry, 
too." At the same instant the seamen concealed 
about the deck sprang to their feet, the rest of 
the crew tumbled, with loud shouts, up the hatch- 
ways, the " Quakers " were shoved overboard, 
and before the astounded captors well compre- 
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hended what had happened, they were confront- 
ed by the frowning, double-shotted battery of 
the Curlew, and flight or resistance was out of the 
question. 

As soon, however, as the wild, confused yell of 
rage and terror which arose from the motley crew 
that crowded the slave-pirate's deck had suffi- 
ciently subsided to permit of her captain's voice 
being heard, a desperate but of course futile 
effort to escape was made. 

We were in no trim op humor for another 
chase, and at a wave from Captain Armstrong's 
hand, gun after gun belched forth its iron shower 
upon the ill-starred schooner, and with such a 
terrible havoc to her spars and rigging, that in a 
few minutes she was a helpless log upon the 
Ti^ater. 

The pirate carried no colors, but in this strait 
some of the crew ran up a Brazilian flag, and in- 
stantly hauled it down again in token of surren- 
der. The firing at once ceased, and the schooner 
was hailed to send her Captain on board the Cur- 
lew immediately. In a minute or so it was re- 
plied that the Captain had been carried below, 
mortally wounded, was rapidly bleeding to death, 
and could not, therefore, be removed. I was 
standing close by Commander Armstrong at the 
moment, and noticed that a hot, swarthy flush 
passed over his pale, excited features. After a mo- 
ment's thought, he said, hastily, " Sutcliffe, have 
a boat alongside, manned and armed, as quickly 
as you can; I must see this fellow myself, and 
without delay, it seems." So saying he left the 
deck. By the time the boat was ready, he reap- 
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peared in full uniform, and was swiftly rowed on 
board the prize. 

After briefly directing the men to disarm and 
secure the crew, he hurried below, motioning as 
he did so that I should accompany him. The cap- 
tain of Le Reqtdn, — a tall, gaunt, but not, I should 
think, originally ill-looking man — was unques- 
tionably dying. His right leg had been carried 
away above the knee by a round shot, and, al- 
though a rude tourniquet had been applied, the 
loss of blood had previously been so great that 
life, as we entered, fluttered but feebly in his 
veins, and there was scant breath left, it struck 
me, in the mutilated, panting frame, to answer 
much questioning, if that were, as I supposed, 
Lieutenant Armstrong's purpose there. 

This was my first impression; but the feroci- 
ously-triumphant scowl that broke from his dark- 
ening eyes at the sound of his visitor's voice (he 
had not seemed to recognize him by sight), tes- 
tified to the still untamed energy of mil, which 
could thus force back retreating life to the cita- 
del it had all but finally abandoned. He partial- 
ly raised himself and glared at the lieutenant, as 
if in fearful doubt that his failing eyesight and 
hearing had deceived him. " Tou here — ^Lieu- 
tenant Armstrong /iere," he hoarsely gasped as he 
fell back, — " then is death welcome as a bride ! " 

" I am sorry to see you thus, Harrison," said 
the lieutenant, in a compassionate tone. " I 
would much rather have met you alive and well." 

" You could never have captyJred me alive," re- 
torted Harrison. " That I am always provided 
against. And sorry, are you ? " he went on, re- 
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lapsing into feebleness. " The time is past when 
that might have availed. You have been my 
rock ahead through life — always. El Reyna and 
her dusky cargo were partly mine, — and now Le 
Requin^s gone. Yes, — ever my triumphant foe, 
— oppressor ! But," he added, again with kin- 
dling ferocity, "the last stake is the crowning one, 
and that, that — Lieutenant Armstrong — / win." 

" I once did you grievous wrong, Harrison," re- 
plied the lieutenant, heedless of this idle menace, 
— " unintentionally so. It was a mistake, — a 
blunder which I regret, — although " 

" It was a murder! " screamed the dying sea- 
man, — " murder of soul and body.. For another's 
fault — not mine — you lacerated my flesh and bru- 
tified my spirit. I was a lost man from that hour! 
I, gently born, to be — but no matter. Well, I 
ran, — was caught, — again flayed by your order, — 
yet I escaped at last, and now — now ! " 

The savagely exultant tone of these words not 
only startled me, but also for a moment the steel- 
nerved commander of the Curlew, It seemed a 
vain alarm. There was no other person in the 
cabin save a colored lad about nine years of age. 
Harrison himself was lying helplessly upon a 
locker in front of his open sleeping-berth, in 
which hung a short bell-pull, the tassel of which 
his right-hand fingers clutched convulsively; — 
but what help could he summon? The crew, we 
know from the quiet overhead, had been secured. 
He was, no doubt, I concluded, partially deliri- 
ous, and fancied himself still in command of Le 
Requin. The lad, whose bright, glistening eyes 
had been intently fixed upon us (he was Harri- 
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son's son), handed his father a cordial of some 
sort. It greatly revived him, and the expiring 
lamp of life played up with momentary bright- 
ness in the socket. 

" You well know, Harrison,'' urged the com- 
mander of the GurleWy " what I wish to be in- 
formed — assured of/' 

" Ay, to be sure I do. Did the beautiful Ber- 
mudan Creole live, die, or marry? To be sure. 
Ay, and I will tell you," added Harrison, quickly, 
as if suddenly warned that but a few moments 
more remained to him. " You alone; in no one 
else's hearing. Johnny," he went on rapidly, ad- 
dressing his son, " I dropped a pocketbook near 
the fore hatchway — ^the fore hatchway, mind, — 
fetch me it at once. And you, sir? " He looked 
at me. Lieutenant Armstrong nodded affirma- 
tively, and I followed the lad up the companion 
stairs. The boy went forward, but I, prompted 
by curiosity, remained about midships, where, 
unobserved myself, I could discern through the 
long open skylight what was going on at the fur- 
ther end of the cabin, and pretty well hear what 
passed. I missed some words, either of anger 
or remonstrance they seemed, and then Lieuten- 
ant Armstrong exclaimed passionately, 

" Will you answer me, or not? Say yes or no! " 

" Yes — ^yes," shouted Harrison, fiercely grasp- 
ing what I had taken for a bell-rope. " This — 
this, atrocious tyrant, — this is my answer! " 

A terrible volume of bright flame, accompanied 
by the roar as of a thousand thunders, instantly 
burst forth. I felt caught and whirled into the 
air by a fiery whirlwind, and I remember nothing 
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more till many days afterward, when I awoke to 
returning consciousness in an hospital at Cape 
Coast Castle. 

I had been frightfully bruised and burnt, and 
fevor had supervened, but the loss of two left- 
hand fingers was the only permanent injury I 
sustained. The lad Johnny had been also picked 
up, scarcely hurt; and from him and others of 
Le Requin^s crew, the mode by which the explo- 
sion, which blew the aftor-part of the schooner 
into fragments, had been effected, was pretty ac- 
curately ascertained. It was Harrison's fixed re- 
solve, — especially after he had added piracy to 
his less hazardous trade of man-stealing, — never 
to be taken alive. 

With this view, a barrel of gunpowder was 
placed beneath his cabin floor, into which, when 
about to engage in any perilous enterprise, a 
flint gunlock was inserted, the trigger of which 
was attached to the bell-rope hanging in his 
sleeping-berth. 

Both himself and Lieutenant Armstrong must 
have been blown to atoms — a sad fat<^ to befall 
so zealous and promising an officer, more espe- 
cially just as the well-earned honors and rewards 
of his profession were within his reach, and time 
had begun to sensibly mellow and soften an un- 
fortunate rigidity of temperament to which, as 
we have seen, the sudden and melancholy catas- 
trophe was mainly owing. 
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CHAPTER III. 

CAPTAIN ROBERT HORTON. 

When I again reported myself on board the 
Curlew the sloop was lying at Sierra Leone; and 
the respective posts of captain and first lieuten- 
ant, vacant by the retirement from the service of 
Commander Penshurst, and the death of Lieu- 
tenant Annstrong, had been filled up by two 
ofllcers, who, for sundry peremptory reasons, I 
shall rename Horton and King. 

They were, I soon found, the very antipodes of 
each other in almost all respects, save that both 
were excellent sailors, well-intentioned, honora- 
ble men, and about the same age, — ^three or four 
and thirty, — Captain Robert Horton a little the 
oldest, perhaps. It was in their mental and 
moral build that their lines so entirely diverged. 
Captain Horton was what-^at the period I speak 
of, and I dare say now — was, and is, a rara avis in 
the royal navy, — namely, a " serious '' officer. 

I do not, of course, mean to say that naval offi- 
cers have not, generally speaking, as deep a sense 
of the reverential awe with which the Creator of 
ail things should be recognized and worshiped, 
as the most lackadaisical landsman in existence. 

It would be strange indeed if they had not, 
constant witnesses as they are of the wonders of 
the great deep, and of manifestations of infinite 
and varied power, splendor, and beneficence, 
which the contracted horizon of the pent-up 
dwellers in towns affords comparatively faint ex- 
amples of; — but what I do mean is, that ninety- 
nine out of a hundred of them have an aversion 
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to any other preaching or praying on board ship 
than that furnished by the regular chaplain. 

And in this, as far as I have seen, the prejudice 
of the forecastle entirely coincic^s with that of 
the quarter-deck; a sea-parson, in vulgar par- 
lance, being quite as much an object of contemp- 
tuous dislike among genuine blue- jackets as a 
sea-lawyer. Captain Horton was of a different 
stamp, and carried, or endeavored to carry, the 
strong religious feelings — the enthusiastic spirit- 
ualism by which his mind was swayed — into the 
every-day business of sea life. 
. Profane swearing was strictly forbidden, 
which was well enough if the order could have 
been enforced; profane singing came within the 
same category; playing at cards or dominoes, 
even though the stake were trifling or nominal, 
was also rigorously interdicted, and Scripture 
reading on the Sabbath strongly inculcated both 
by precept and example. 

Other proceedings of the same kind, excellent 
in themselves, but, in my opinion, quite out of 
place on board a warship, were, as far as might 
be, enforced; and the natural consequence fol- 
lowed, that a lot of the vilest vagabonds in the 
ship affected to be religiously impressed in order 
to curry favor with the captain, and avoid the 
penalties incurred by their skulking neglect of 
duty. 

This state of things was viewed with intense 
disgust by Lieutenant King, and, as far as the 
discipline of the service permitted, he very free- 
ly expressed his opinion thereon. The first luflf, 
in fact, was a rollicking, fun-loving, danger-court- 
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ing, dashing officer, whom even marriage —he 
had a wife and family at Dawlish, in Devonshire, 
of which pleasant village he was, I believe, a na- 
tive, — had failed to, in the slightest degree, tame 
or subdue. One, too, that could put a bottle of 
wine comfortably out of sight; two, upon an 
emergency, and, if duty did not stand in the way, 
liked a game of billiards and a ball next perhaps 
to a battle. 

This gentleman had got it into his head that 
Captain Horton was better suited to preaching 
than fighting, and often predicted among his 
own set, that the first serious brush we happened 
to be engaged in would bring out the captain's 
white feather in unmistakable prominence. 

Nothing can be more absurd, as experience has 
abundantly shown, than to infer that because a 
man is pious he is likely to be a poltroon; but 
such persons as Lieutenant King are not to be 
reasoned with; and, unfortunately, it was not 
long before a lamentable occurrence gave a color 
to the accusation. 

There was a French corvette, Le Renard, in the 
harbor at the same time as ourselves, commanded 
by Le Capitaine D'Ermonville, a very gentleman- 
ly person, and his officers generally were of the 
same standard of character and conduct. 

This was fortunate; several quarrels having 
taken place between a portion of the crews of the 
two vessels when ashore on leave, arising, I fear, 
from the inherent contempt with which the true 
English sea-dog ever regards foreign sailors, — 
the American and Scandinavian races, of course, 
excepted. 
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This feeling, grounded, in my opinion, upon a 
real superiority, is very frequently carried to a 
ridiculous excess, especially when the grog's on 
board, and the Kule Britannia notion, always 
floating in Jack's noddle, has been heightened 
and inflamed by copious libations to the sea-rul- 
ing goddess, under whose auspices he was at all 
times ready to sing or swear, — even just after 
receiving a round dozen at the caprice of his 
commanding officer, — ^that Britons never shall be 
slaves. 

It was so in these instances; and, but for the 
good sense of the French officers in overlooking 
or accepting our apologies for such unruly beha- 
vior, the consequences might have been exceed- 
ingly unpleasant, particularly as both the Curlew 
and Le Renard were undergoing repairs, and 
could not leave the harbor for some time, however 
desirous of doing so. 

Even as it was, a coolness gradually arose 
between the officers, who could not help feeling 
in some degree as partisans of their respective 
crews, although Captain Horton, I must say, did 
warmly and untiringly admonish the English 
sailors of the duty of loving all mankind, — 
Frenchmen included; of the sin and folly of drink- 
ing to excess, even when on leave; and the wick- 
edness of false pride and vain glory at all times. 

At length, however, the repairs of both vessels 
approached completion, and it was suggested, I 
believe by Captain Horton, that a farewell din- 
ner, to which the officers of the two nations 
should be invited, might be the means of dispell- 
ing any feeling of acerbity which these affrays 
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apparently excited i'^ the breasts of Captain 
D'Ermonville and his companions. 

The then governor of Sierra Leone, a very 
warm-hearted gentleman, instantly acceded to 
the proposition; the invitations were forwarded, 
courteously accepted, and everybody anticipated 
a convivial and pleasant meeting. And so it 
proved till about eight o'clock in the evening; 
after the wine had been a long time on the table, 
and been very freely discussed — ^the weather be- 
ing sultry, the guests hilariously disposed, and 
the olives excellent. The Lilies of France [this 
was in the reign of Charles X.], the Rose of Eng- 
land, the Gallic Cock, the British Lion, had all 
been duly honored till somewhere about the hour 
I have named, when, under the influence of the 
vinous fumes they had imbibed, the varnish be- 
gan to peel oflf the tongues and aspects of the 
complimenters, and the conversation to take an 
unpleasant and boisterous turn. 

Captains Horton and D'Ermonville, who had 
drank very sparingly, were evidently anxious to 
break up the momently more and more disor- 
derly party; but their suggestions were of no 
avail, and the exertion of authority at such a 
time would, no doubt they considered, appear 
harsh and uncourteous. 

Two of the guests, especially, seemed to be bent 
upon thwarting their efforts; these were Lieuten- 
ant King and Enseigne de Corvette Le Page. 
They sat opposite each other, and had got 
among the breakers of politics, and those, too, 
of the most dangerous kind — ^the character of Na- 
poleon, the justice of the war against him waged 
by England, and so on. 
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Captain D'Ermonville, who faced Captain 
Horton, watched the pair of disputants very 
anxiously, and adroitly seized the opportunity of 
Le Page's leaving the room for a few moments, 
to leave his own and take his, Le Page's, chair. 
Le Page, who was absent hardly a minute, finding 
his Seat occupied, took that vacated by D'Ermon- 
ville, which was, as I have just stated, opposite 
to Captain Horton's. 

Both captains had been, it afterward appeared, 
conversing on pretty nearly the same topics as 
King and Le Page, but in quite a different tone 
and spirit. D'Ermonville was a Bourbon Royal- 
ist, par excellence, and agreed generally with the 
English estimate of the French emperor. Cap- 
tain Horton was, I must also mention, somewhat 
near-sighted, and the air of the room, moreover, 
by this time, was thick with cigar smoke. 

Captain Horton, who had sunk into a reverie, 
for a few minutes did not notice, for these va- 
rious reasons, that D'Ermonville had left his 
place, much less that it was occupied by another, 
and, leaning sideways over the table, so as to be 
heard only by the person addressed, he quietly 
said,-T-" Yes, yes. Monsieur; as you say, no sen- 
sible man can deny that Napoleon was a most un- 
principled usurper, an unscru " 

He got no further. Le Page, believing himself 
to be purposely insulted, sprung up with a fierce 
oath, and dashed the goblet of eau sucri which 
D'Ermonville had been drinking at the speaker's 
h(^ad, thereby inflicting a severe and stunning 
blow upon that gentleman's forehead. 

The terrific uproar that ensued could hardly be 
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described in words: bottles flew across the room 
and through the windows, swords were drawn, 
while high above the din thundered the defiant 
voice of Lieutenant King, as he forced his way 
through the meUe to the almost insensible cap- 
tain, seized him in his arms, and bore him from 
the apartment. This action, the lieutenant after- 
ward admitted, was not purely the result of a 
generous feeling. 

The honor of the English name was, he be- 
lieved, at stake, and it had instantly occurred to 
him that Captain Horton, if left to himself, would 
not vindicate that honor in the only way in which 
he. Lieutenant King, held that it could be vindi- 
cated. 

The exertions of D'Ermonville and the gover- 
nor gradually stilled the tumult; and as soon as 
calm was comparatively restored, the French 
officers left the house, with the understanding, as 
Le Renard sailed in the morning, that they should 
wait at a retired place, agreed upon, for any com- 
munication the English party might have to 
make. 

The affair had in some degree sobered us all, 
and it was soon plain that strange misgivings 
were creeping over the minds of BiTrbage and 
others of our set, as the time flew by, and no mes- 
sage came from the captain and lieutenant, nor 
the governor, who had gone to join them. At last 
voices in loud and angry dispute were heard ap- 
proaching, and presently the door flew open and 
in burst Lieutenant King, white with excitement, 
and closely followed by his now perfectly recov- 
ered commanding officer. 
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" Do you hear, gentlemen? " shouted the lieu- 
tenant, who was really frenzied with rage, " this 
captain of ours refuses to cnastise the insolent 
Frenchman, or permit either of us to do so. He 
has a conscientious objection, forsooth, to duel- 
ing! Heavens! to think that the honor of the 
British name*should be in the keeping of a cow- 
ard!" 

" Lieutenant King," replied Captain Horton, in 
calm and measured tones, " I order you to go on 
board the Curlew instantly." 

" I will not return to the ship till this insult, 
which aflfects us all, has been avenged," rejoined 
the lieutenant, with unabated wrath; " no, not 
if dismissal from the service be the conse- 
quence ! " 

Captain Horton glanced toward us, but find- 
ing, probably, from our looks, that we, too, in 
the excitement of the moment, might refuse to 
obey his commands, and thereby incur — for no 
one could deny that he was a kind-hearted, con- 
siderate man — ^the ruinous penalties of a court 
martial for disobedience of orders, merely said, 
again addressing Lieutenant King, " If that be 
your determination, sir, I must have recourse to 
other measures to enforce obedience, and fortu- 
nately they are not far from hand." He then 
left the room, we supposed, to summon a guard 
of marines. 

" Now, gentlemen," exclaimed Lieutenant 
King, " now to meet these Frenchmen, before 
this accursed captain or ours can prevent us. Yet, 
stay," he added, " it would be better, perhaps, 
that I should go alone." This suggestion was 
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indignantly spurned; in truth, we were all pretty 
nearly crazed with wine and passion, and oflf we 
set to the appointed rendezvous, — one only idea 
whirling in our brains, namely, that if some 
Frenchman or other was not shot, or otherwise 
slain, the honor and glory of Old England were 
gone for ever! 

King and Burbage were ahead together, walk- 
ing very fast, and conversing earnestly, no doubt 
as to the most plausible excuse to be offered for 
the absence of the captain, and the best mode of 
insisting that a substitute should be accepted. 
The moon, a cloudless one, was at the full, and 
very soon the glitter of the impatient French- 
men's epaulettes and sword-hilts indicated the 
exact spot appointed for the meeting. We were 
quickly there, and D'Ermonville, who received 
us, adroitly availed himself of Captain Horton's 
absence to bring about a rational and concilia- 
tory settlement. 

" Captain Horton is the only person who has a 
right to demand satisfaction of any one here," he 
said, in reply to Lieutenant King's manacing 
abordy " and he, very rightly in my opinion, pre- 
fers, I perceive, some better mode of arbitrament 
than the senseless one of dueling." 

" I repeat to you," replied Lieutenant King, 
with reckless . equivocation, " that Captain 
Horton is indisposed, and has devolved upon me 
the duty of chastising the puppy who assaulted 
him." It is well to state that both gentlemen 
spoke in their own language, but perfectly com- 
prehended each other. 

" And it is, of course, for the reasons you have 
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stated," rejoined M. D'Ermonville, with a slight 
accent of sarcasm, " that Captain Horton is 
bringing up yonder bayonets to your assist- 
ance!" We glanced round, and sure enough 
there was a shore guard advancing in the distance 
at a run, and led by the captain of the Curlew. 
The governor had stood his friend, and not a mo- 
ment was to be lost. This was also Lieutenant 
King's impression, and with the quickness of 
thought he exclaimed, " You insinuate that I lie, 
do you? — then take that, sir, for the compli- 
ment," striking D'Ermonville with his open hand 
on the face as he spoke. 

In an instant the swords of both flashed in the 
brilliant moonlight, and quick and deadly passes 
were fiercely, yet silently, interchanged; the spec- 
tators, both English and French, gathering in a 
circle round the eager combatants, as if for the 
purpose of hiding the furious struggle from the 
near and rapidly approaching soldiers. 

D'Ermonville was, I fancy, the best swords- 
man, and, but for the accident of his foot slip- 
ping, after a but partially successful lunge, by 
which a flesh wound only, slightly grazing his 
opponent's ribs, was inflicted, the issue might 
have been different. As it was. King's unparried 
counter-thrust sent his weapon clean through 
D'Ermonville's shoulder, who fell helplessly to 
the ground, at the very moment Captain Horton 
and the guard came up. 

The dangerously wounded gentleman — danger- 
ously in that climate, I mean — was gently raised, 
and, at his own faintly spoken request, left to the 
care of his own people. 
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All of US English were then silently marched 
oflf to the harbor, where a boat was waiting to 
convey us to the Curlew, Captain Horton merely 
opening his lips, the while, to give such orders as 
were necessary. Nobody was placed under actual 
arrest, but it was thoroughly understood the next 
day, that Captain Horton would report the whole 
affair to the admiral, at the first opportunity ; and 
that Lieutenant King, to a certainty, — perhaps 
one or two others, — would have to answer before 
a court-martial for their conduct. 

Just a week after the duel Captain D'Ermon- 
ville was pronounced, to everybody's great joy, 
out of danger, and the very next day the Curlew 
sailed from Sierra Leone on a cruise southward. 

Not precisely a cruise either; for, after touch- 
ing at Cape Coast Castle, we made a direct 
stretch, the wind favoring, right across the Gulf 
of Guinea, to a part of the coast not very far 
northward of San Felipe de Benguela, and at about 
11 degrees of south latitude, and the same of east 
longitude. 

Thereabout, we lay off and on for more than a 
fortnight, and, like Sister Ann, for a time, the 
more eagerly we looked the less likelihood there 
seemed of anything coming; except indeed, an 
extra allowance of fever and ophthalmia, from so 
closely hugging the shore. It was rumored 
among us that a great slave hunt had taken 
place in the vicinity, by one of the chiefs of Negro 
banditti, who have the ludicrous impudence to 
parody the style and titles of " kings," and that 
a well-known Portuguese trader in black live 
stock, of the name of Jos6 Pasco, had a temporary 
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barracoon somewhere thereabout, crammed with 
the wretched victims of the said hunt, in readi- 
ness for embarkation; and that, for the purpose 
of entrapping some of his ventures, we should 
have to watch, and back and fill about the mouths 
of the two rivers, between which we were gener- 
ally to be found, for an indefinite period. 

Meanwhile the kind of moral quarantine that 
had existed between Captain Horton and his 
chief officers since the evening of the duel, — 
words only of business and necessity passing be- 
tween them, — continued with unabated passive 
virulence on the part of the latter, notwithstand- 
ing that the commander showed many indica- 
tions that he would be glad to let bygones be by- 
gones, from no mean or unworthy motive, I was 
even then of opinion, of purchasing forbearance 
toward a defect of character, which, in a naval 
officer, he must have well known, no other virtues 
under the sun, however numerous or angelic, 
could excuse or cause for one moment to be tol- 
erated, but simply on the principle of forgive- 
ness of injuries. 

One chance of avoiding the scandal of an offi- 
cial inquiry still remained. The service we were 
upon would very probably terminate in a desper- 
ate boat affair — victorious, of course, but afford- 
ing plenty of opportunity for the vindication of 
Captain Horton's damaged reputation for per- 
sonal bravery in the eyes of his officers and crew; 
and very heartily did I hope he might success- 
fully avail himself of it when it came. 

It was not long before all doubt on the matter 
was set at rest. A king's troop-ship, bound for the 
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Cape, which had touched for some purpose at 
Cape Coast Castle, spoke and communicated with 
us one afternoon, and a packet " on service '' was 
delivered to Captain Horton. Orders were imme- 
diately afterward issued to sail in the direction of 
the most southerly of the two rivers, to hug the 
shore still closer, and that everything should in 
the mean time be prepared for a boat attack. 
This was done with a will. Sharp cutlasses were 
re-sharpened to a keener edge, clean pistols re- 
cleaned, and doubtful flints replaced by more re- 
liable ones, and, finally, Lieutenant King report- 
ed that everything was in readiness. 

Night was by this time drawing on, and not a 
very clear one: we had shoaled our water quite 
as much as prudence permitted, and were close 
by the mouth of the most southerly of the rivers. 
Captain Horton ordered that the sloop should lie 
to, and that his gig, manned and armed, should 
be got immediately ready. 

He had frequently — I have omitted to state — 
gone on shore at about the same hour to recon- 
noiter, we supposed, — hitherto without success, 
and wo had rightly concluded that his present 
purpose was the same. He came on deck a few 
minutes after the last order had been given, and, 
addressing the first lieutenant, said, " I am about 
to leave you, sir, in command of the sloop. You 
will keep her as nearly as may be where she is 
till I return. It will probably be necessary to 
act with all the boats, and you had better, there- 
fore, get them alongside, ready manned and 
armed, so that when the decisive moment comes 
there may be no delay." 
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He then went over the side, was rowed ashore, 
and there was light enough to see he proceeded 
inland, accompanied by his coxswain only, ac- 
cording to his previous custom. I rather fancy 
that a doubt whether he might not have mistaken 
his man, had already crossed even Lieutenant 
King's bitterly prejudiced mind. 

Hour after hour passed; the boats lay heaving 
upon the water; and impatience was fast chang- 
ing into anxiety when the quick, regular, man-of- 
war's jerk of oars was heard, and in a few mo- 
ments the gig was alongside without the captain 
and coxswain. 

" A letter from Captain Horton for the first 
lieutenant," said the stroke oarsman, " brought 
us by a mulatto chap, with orders to deliver it 
immediately." 

Lieutenant King snatched the letter, tore it 
open, and stepped to the binnacle lamp to peruse 
it. But it is necessary that I should, before giving 
its contents, relate what had previously occurred 
to the writer, as it came subsequently to our 
knowledge: 

Captain Horton and his coxswain had pro- 
ceeded cautiously inland along the margin of the 
river for about a mile, when they were suddenly 
pounced upon by a large party, — coarsely abused, 
bound, and hurried away in separate directions. 
The commander's captors halted with him at last 
at a kind of hut, in which he found the before- 
named Jos6 Pasco, with a number of other ruf- 
fians as desperate and savage as himself, en- 
gaged, it seemed, in council. 

Near the hut — for no concealment was affected 
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— he observed an immense wooden frame covered 
w^ith tarred canvas, — a monster tent, in fact, 
filled with captive negroes; and in the river, just 
opposite, was an armed clipper-brig, also full as 
it could cram of the same living cargo. 

A shout of ferocious delight greeted the cap- 
tain's entrance into the hut, and then Pasco com- 
manded that he should be unbound. What next 
occurred, I abbreviate from the evidence after- 
ward given before the mixed commission by the 
mulatto who delivered the captain's letter to the 
men in the gig, and that of Juan Paloz, an admit- 
ted witness for the captors : 

" It's lucky we've caught you. Captain Hor- 
ton! " said Pasco, " instead of you us. That ac- 
cursed vessel of yours has been brought, we find, 
off the mouth of the river. She must remove fur- 
ther away; for we intend that the brig you have 
seen shall sail to-night." 

Captain Horton, who was very pale, the wit- 
nesses deposed, but calm and firm, did not an- 
swer, and Pasco continued — 

" We intend that you shall immediately write 
an order to the officer left in command of the 
CurleWy directing him — a plausible reason can be 
easily given — to instantly weigh, and proceed to 
a point about a league northward, where you can 
meet him, you know." 

" And what is the penalty if I refuse? " 

" Death ! " was the savage response from half a 
dozen voices. " Death! " echoed Pasco, " as cer- 
tainly as that you are now a living man, and — I 
was at Sierra Leone a short time since^-that you 
wish to remain one." 
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Captain Horton was silent for a brief space, 
and then said, " Give me pen and paper, since it 
must needs be so." This was done; the captain 
took the pen in his hand, sat down, made one or 
two strokes, and said, with an expression of pain, 
" Your cords have so hurt my wrists and fingers 
that I can hardly hold the pen; let some one of 
you write as I shall dictate. My seal will be suffi- 
cient authentication; besides, the officer will 
imagine my coxswain wrote it." 

" You must write yourself," said Pasco ; " no 
one here knows English." 

" Ha! well, then, I suppose I must try and 
manage it myself." The letter was written, fold- 
ed, sealed, and directed. 

A muttered conference next took place be- 
tween the slave-dealing ruffians, at the end of 
which Pasco said, " Let us well understand each 
other, Captain Horton. You no doubt have heard 
that whatever else I may be I always keep my 
promise, whether for good or evil? " 

" That is, I know, your character." 

" Then listen to me. Should the Curlew not re- 
move northward, in obedience to this letter, you 
shall be shot, as certainly as that there are nig- 
gers worth ten thousand dollars in yonder brig; 
and should — yet no, you are not a man to play 
us such a trick as that — still, should we be at- 
tacked in consequence of this letter, you shall be 
lashed to the top of yonder barracoon, and 
burned alive in the very presence of your infernal 
countrymen. This I swear, by all the saints in 
heaven and devils in hell ! " 

The mulatto said the English captain looked 
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paler than before, but answered quietly, " I quite 
understand/' 

The letter written under the foregoing circum- 
stances, which I left Lieutenant King reading 
by the binnacle light, ran thus : " Captain Horton 
directs Lieutenant King to take the command of 
the Curlew^s boats immediately on the receipt of 
this note, and ascend the river in his front for, 
Captain H. calculates, about six miles, where he 
will find a slave-brig, which he will carry by 
boarding. 

" There are, also, a large number of negroes in 
an immense barracoon on the shore, whom Lieu- 
tenant King .will prevent being driven away in- 
land. The resistance will be, no doubt, desper- 
ate, but Captain H. feels quite satisfied that un- 
der Lieutenant King the attack will be prompt, 
daring, and, with the blessing of God, crctwned 
with success." Instantly that he had finished the 
hasty perusal of this note. Lieutenant King 
seized and belted his pistols, jumped into the 
pinnace, and we were off — about a hundred men 
in all — in a jiflfy. The oars were muffled, and the 
profoundest silence was enforced, in the hope of 
at least nearing the enemy unobserved. 

For something more than a league this ap- 
peared likely to be the case, but, when about that 
far on our way, a confused tumult of voices be- 
gan to spring up along the left bank of the river, 
followed by a dropping fire of musketry, obliging 
us to keep the center of the channel, as it would 
have been folly to have wasted time in returning 
it. The tumult of discordant noises, — shouting, 
shrieking, musket and pistol firing, roars of bru- 
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tal merriment and deadly defiance, — greve louder 
and louder as we neared the goal. 

Presently flame, at first fiickering and uncer- 
tain, threw a lurid glare over the scene, and, as 
we swept round a bend of the river, burst into a 
volume of fire, rendering every object within the 
circuit of a mile, I should say, distinctly visible. 
But we had no time to note those objects min- 
utely; a well-armed brig, with boarding-nettings 
triced up, opened fire upon us, though without 
much effect. 

She was boarded and carried with one pealing 
hurrah! and, leaving Burbage and a sufficient 
number of men in charge. Lieutenant King 
jumped into the boats again with the others, and 
made for the left shore, which was lined with a 
crowd of variously accoutered rascals. The 
fiames I have mentioned proceeded from a huge 
canvas-covered building, which was blazing fu- 
riously; and, although happening to be in the 
hindmost boat, I discerned the figure of a man, 
erect and motionless, upon its summit, — how or 
why there I could not imagine. 

The next moment the wind- whirled fiame and 
smoke hid him from my view, and I heard Lieu- 
tenant King's stentorian voice exclaiming, " Give 
way, men! give way, for God's sake! the devils 
have entrapped the captain, and are burning him 
alive! With a will now, hurrah!" The boats 
quickly grounded, and we sprang on shore, head- 
ed by the first lieutenant. 

The resistance, desperate as it was, was broken 
through and dispersed with a leap and rush ; and 
then a sight, — ^the sublimest, the most terrible 
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I ever witnessed, clearly presented itself. Cap- 
tain Horton, pale, ay, and calm as death, was 
standing bound, erect, and bare-headed, upon the 
flaming slave-house, with a book in his hand, 
what one I could easily guess. 

Frantic were the efforts made to save his life, 
— gratefully acknowledged by repeated wavings 
of his hand, — and vain as frantic; the devouring 
flames could not be arrested, the building col- 
lapsed, fell in, and Captain Robert Horton was 
buried beneath the fiery ruin ! 

It is needless to say how amply he was 
avenged, or dwell further upon the savage and 
terrific contest, — not long a contest, properly so 
called, although the ringing pistol shot, the death 
shriek, or the wild appeal for mercy undeserved 
continued far into the night; enough to say, in 
the words of the official report, " that the attack 
was entirely successful, the number of negroes re- 
leased from bondage eight hundred and seventy- 
six, and the breaking up of the slave settlement 
complete. '' 

This was quite true, but, like another para- 
graph of the same report, not all the truth: 
" Captain Horton died as a brave man should 
during the attack upon the armed slaver-gangs 
on shore." Why the exact cause and manner of 
his heroic death were not officially set forth I 
never rightly understood. 

He was quite dead when dragged, as speedily 
as it could be done, from under the burning em- 
bers of the monster slave tent, and much 
scorched, yet his countenance had a remarkably 
composed expression. 



60 THB ADVBNTUBBB OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

His Bible was also found, not much injured, 
and is, I believe, now in the possession of the 
family of Lieutenant King, who with swimming 
eyes pointed out to us, a few days afterward, in 
the cabin of the Curlew, the following passage, 
written with a pencil in the inside of one of the 
leaves: " Tuesday, half -past 1 a.m. The Curlew's 
boats are approaching; thank God I shall die in 
my duty, and not in vain. Should this ever meet 
the eye of her officers, they will by that time 
know, that a man who is afraid of offending God 
may not fear Death ! " 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE COUNTERMINE. 

The proceedings before the Mixed Commission 
Court of Sierra Leone, relative to the dashing ex- 
ploit of the Curlew^s boats narrated in the last 
chapter, were more than usually protracted and 
vexatious. 

The chief difficulty regarded the capture of the 
negroes on shore in the territory, it was pre- 
tended, of an independent African sovereign, for, 
as to the brig the Felipe Segunda, there could be 
little doubt that she with her dusky cargo would 
be pronounced a lawful capture. 

It was well understood that Pasco, the real 
assassin of Captain Horton, who, though severely 
wounded, had contrived to escape in the hurry 
and confusion of the fight, was the party in whose 
behalf the resident Portuguese Consul so strenu- 
ously exerted himself, although ostensibly that 
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zealous functionary was solely actuated by a pa- 
triotic desire of vindicating the commercial 
rights of the subjects of Portugal, and the inde- 
pendence of its flag, trampled upon and outraged, 
according to him, by the vigor, beyond the law, 
as settled by international treaty, displayed by 
the British officers. 

The death, sudden and unexpected, of the lieu- 
tenant-governor added greatly to Lieutenant — 
now Commander King's difficulties, by enfee- 
bling the action of the English authorities till his 
successor should arrive, — an interregnum, by the 
by, of frequent occurrence in days when Theo- 
dore Hook's sarcastic jest, published in the week- 
ly organ of the British pro-slavery party, that 
" Sierra Leone had always two governors, one 
coming home dead and another going out alive," 
was almost literally true. 

From the earliest stage of this tedious and 
harassing affair, a person of the name of Quin- 
tana, recently arrived from Cuba, of which he 
was said to be a native, interested himself ac- 
tively in the matter on behalf of one Senor Ca- 
dalso, his uncle, who, it was alleged,- had ad- 
vanced a large sum, secured by a bottomry bond 
on the Felipe Segunda; and without any knowl- 
edge or suspicion that she was to be employed in 
the illegal slave traffic. 

This pretended guilelessness was, no one 
doubted, all a flam; and, if otherwise, could have 
no effect on the legal bearings of the case, and 
would have excited little notice but for the per- 
sistent efforts of the smooth-spoken Creole to 
cultivate the acquaintance of the officers of the 
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Curlew, the chief claimants in the suit to which 
he was an adverse and interested party ! 

He succeeded in his purpose partially only as 
regarded Commander King; but with Lieutenant 
Burbage, a frank, warm-hearted young man, his 
success was complete; — a, result, however, wholly 
due to the attractions of Quintana's sister, a 
young and charming Creole, the languishing 
light of whose dark eyes soon kindled a flame in 
the susceptible sailor's heart, which I feared all 
the waters of the ocean would fail to extinguish. 

That a sinister design of some sort lurked be- 
neath the honeyed courtesies of both brother and 
sister, was, for several reasons, clear to me; and 
very glad I was when the requirements of the 
service removed the enamored lieutenant, for a 
time at least, from such dangerous philander- 
ing with a siren whose smiles and graces were, 
in my view, but sun-surfaced quicksands in which 
his professional prospects might, I feared, suffer 
wreck. 

We sailed out of the estuary of the Sierra 
Leone river on a splendid morning of summer; 
the varied, picturesque scenery of the British 
settlement on the one hand, the low, dull line of 
land still dominated by the savage on the other, 
the glittering sea around, in which thousands 
of the brightly-tinted nautilus and flying flsh 
were sailing and disporting themselves, all wav- 
ing, sparkling, exhaling in the warm, odorous 
embrace of a cloudless tropical dawn, — a gor- 
geous, exhilarating spectacle, to the beauty of 
which the dullest, most preoccupied brain could 
hardly remain insensible; and I was glad to see 



THE COUNTEBMINB. 63 

that even the pale, woe-begone phiz of Lieuten- 
ant Burbage, which had been fixed with melan- 
choly gaze upon the palmy foliage which screen- 
ed the English quarter of Freetown, where the 
charming Isabella still doubtless slumbered, till 
an envious jut of land hid it from view, lightened 
up after a while beneath its magic influence. 

I had hopes of him, and should have had more, 
but that our cruise for this spell was to be a 
brief one. Commander King having determined 
on returning to Sierra Leone in time to hear the 
decision of the Court of Mixed Commission — 
adjourned by mutual consent for one month — 
pronounced. 

We ran northward nearly as far as Cape Blan- 
co, peeped into the Rio Grande and the Gambia 
and Senegal rivers, without success, and, doub- 
ling on our course, had just reached the mouth 
of the most southerly of those rivers, the Rio 
Grande, when we sighted a stout schooner, whose 
vocation was quite sufficiently indicated to prac- 
ticed eyes, by her long, low, sharply molded hull, 
and the excessive rake of her tapering masts. 

She was far away to windward, and, merely 
noticing the cannon challenge of the Curlew by 
displaying the French ensign, or "tablecloth," 
as English sailors were in the irreverent habit 
of styling the spotless banner of Bourbon 
France, and shaking out a reef or two — it was 
blowing freshly — she very speedily dropped us, 
and we had not the pleasure of seeing her again 
till we made Freetown, before which we found 
her snugly anchored, with the gaudy colors of 
Spain trailing at her taflfrail, — a flag that, on 
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boarding her^ which Commander King did unhes- 
itatingly, she was found to be more entitled to 
hoist, if her papers were believable, than the 
" tablecloth " of France. 

Captain Valdez, as he called himself, a sly, 
hang-dog-looking rascal, was glib enough with 
his tongue, which if you could trust, the Don 
Enrique (the schooner hailed, it seemed, from 
Cuba) was engaged in purely legitimate traffic, 
and the fifty or sixty bearded fellows composing 
her crew, innocent, lamb-like creatures, to whom 
violence and cruelty were as abhorrent as cow 
beef to a pious Hindoo. 

All this was " very like a whale,^' but, as there 
was no legal pretense for seizing her, the com- 
mander of the Curlew affected to be quite satis- 
fied with Captain Valdez's story, and took civil 
leave of the worthy man. 

An incident, trifling in itself, which occurred a 
day or two afterward, confirmed and pointed 
the suspicions, which it was evident Commander 
King entertained of Captain Valdez and his 
handsome craft. Renewed intercourse with Isa- 
bella Quintana had kindled the love frenzy of 
Lieutenant Burbage to a flame again; and he, of 
course, eagerly availed himself of every opportu- 
nity of visiting his charmer. 

He was thus engaged when Commander King 
dispatched me with a message requiring his im- 
mediate presence. The outer door of Quintana's 
dwelling was ajar, and, hastening through the 
passage to a back garden, where I thought I 
heard Burbage's voice, I ran slap aboard of Cap- 
tain Valdez and M. Quintana, who were, I saw, in 
earnest, low-toned conference. 
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They were a good deal startled, and a swarthy 
flush passed over both their scowling faces. I 
apologized for the intrusion, and asked for Lieu- 
tenant Burbage. " He is in the front apartment 
with my sister," sourly rejoined Quintana. 

I sought him there at once, and we left the 
house together. 

" I am glad," said the commander of the Cur- 
lew, after I had privately informed him of the 
foregoing circumstance; 

" I am glad you said nothing about it to Bur- 
bage: there is reason to suspect that ; but I 

shall probably have occasion to speak with you 
further in the matter in a few days. In the mean 
time you will keep a still tongue, and both eyes 
wide open." 

On the following morning the Court of Mixed 
Commission pronounced judgment, by which not 
only the Felipe Segunday but the negroes taken on 
shore, were decided to have been lawfully cap- 
tured, or, more properly speaking, rescued. 

Commander King immediately afterward sent 
Lieutenant Burbage, with a crew of twenty men, 
on board the condemned brig, to get her ready to 
sail for Dublin, the principal village of the larg- 
est of the Banana Islands, whither it had been 
determined that seventy of the liberated slaves 
should be conveyed. 

The Banana Islands — only one of which was 
at the time I write of inhabited, and that but 
very thinly, — run out a considerable distance sea- 
ward, from Cape Sierra Leone, and form part of 
the settlement of that name. They are fre- 
quented by the European settlers at Sierra Leone 
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at a certain period of the year, for their more 
temperate atmosphere, as well as for the sport 
which their hunting-grounds afford; but their 
chief governmental use is as a depot for invalid 
Africans. 

I was also drafted on board the Felipe Segunda^ 
whose destination and by whom to be commanded 
was no sooner bruited about, than M. Quintana 
solicited a passage in her for himself and sister; 
they being desirous, I partly understood, to visit 
a relative, temporarily located for health's sake 
somewhere in one of the islands. 

Lieutenant Burbage eagerly acceded, as far as 
he was concerned, to this very agreeable request ; 
and Commander King subsequently consented 
with equal promptness to the arrangement. It 
was soon known, too, that we should have other 
company/ The Marys, of Hull, a small English 
brig, James Hodgson master, which had still a 
number of oddments in the shape of Birming- 
ham hardware and Manchester soft goods undis- 
posed of, cleared out for Dublin; and the Don 
Enrique made preparations for sailing with the 
first favorable breeze, but for a different destina- 
tion, — Ascension, it was reported, if I remember 
rightly. 

The wished-for breeze was not long waited for, 
and directly it was felt the Blue Peter flew at the 
mastheads of all three vessels. M. Quintana and 
his sister came on board; the Africans had been 
previously embarked, and the Felipe Ser/nnda got 
smartly under weigh, quickly followed by the 
Don Enrique. The Marys, which had the reputa- 
tion of being a remarkable fast sailer, did not lift 
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her anchor for some hours afterward: the reason 
of this delay I have now to state. 

" Mr. Sutcliflfe," said Commander King when we 
were alone together two or three hours previous 
to the departure of the Felipe Segunda, " I am 
about to intrust you with an important and 
rather difficult mission. I have reason to believe 
that Pasco, the brutal Portuguese assassin of 
Captain Horton, is concealed somewhere in the 
Banana Islands; that he is in fact the uncle, the 
Senor Cadalso, of whom M. Quintana and his 
precious sister speak so affectionately.^' 

" You astonish me, sir! '^ 

" No wonder that I should. I have further 
reason to believe that Captain Valdez is in league 
with M. Quintana, and that one of their latest-, 
contrived schemes is to get repossession of the 
Felipe Segunda, not perhaps by absolute force, — 
that would require a certain degree of pluck, and 
the attempt, if successful, would involve a sacri- 
fice of life, which such gentry are not fond of in- 
curring, — but by some artful dodge in which the 
senora's influence over Burbage will play a prom- 
inent part. If we can only catch the master and 
crew of the Don Enrique at such a pretty piece of 
piracy, the schooner will, of course, be ours; and 
better than that. Captain Valdez once in my pow- 
er, I will so manage that he shall be glad to save 
his own neck by guiding us to the hiding-hole of 
that ruffian, Pasco. I have only to add, that I 
and fifty men shall embark in the Marys, and 
keep strictly out of sight till we may be wanted. 
Do you comprehend? " 

" Yes, that is, partially, but how '^ 
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" This paper," interrupted Lieutenant King, 
" which you will, of course, keep carefully con- 
cealed, will explain all that I have left in doubt. 
You will communicate with me through Hodg- 
son, of the Marys, who is entirely in my confi- 
dence. Also understand," he added gravely, 
" that Lieutenant Burbage is not kept in the dark 
in this matter from any doubt of his honor or 
zeal in the king's service, but simply because he 
will better aid our success by playing uncon- 
sciously, and therefore naturally, the part of love- 
blinded dupe, destined for him." 

I briefly expressed the gratitude I felt for the 
confidence reposed in me, and my determination 
to carry his instructions resolutely into effect, 
•and was turning to leave the cabin, when he 
added with a kind of grave humor, — " And bear 
in mind, Sutcliffe, the counsel of the Duke of 
Wellington to an officer intrusted with a confi- 
dential mission, ^ that he should not only careful- 
ly guard his secret, but so act, speak, and look, 
that no one should suspect he had one.' " 

The trip was a swift and pleasant one to every- 
body, to Lieutenant Burbage a panoramic para- 
dise of which each object — sunlight, star-fire, the 
varied shore, the silver sea, viewed in the luster 
of his lady's eyes, assumed a beauty not their 
own. In fact the poor fellow's wild talk as he 
paced the deck at night, suggested serious doubts 
of his perfect sanity; and probably, if I go on 
transcribing his rhapsodies, the reader may come 
to a similar conclusion with regard to myself; I 
shall only therefore add, on this part of the sub- 
ject, that I indistinctly understood the divine 
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Isabella was to become Mrs. Burbage on our re- 
turn to Sierra Leone, some necessary prelimi- 
naries having been first adjusted with the uncle, 
Senor Cadalso. 

A few hours after we had brought up in Dublin 
Bay — I believe this name was suggested by its 
resemblance to the magnificent expanse of water 
which graces the Irish metropolis — the Marys 
was signaled, and before nightfall had anchored 
at no great distance from us. Her merchantly, 
peaceable aspect was not in the slightest man- 
ner changed, and it required the positive assur- 
ance of Skipper Hodgson, with whom I had a 
quiet conference the next morning, to convince 
me that more than fifty valiant men-of-war were 
stowed away, ready as gunpowder, — and consid- 
erably drier, I could have sworn — in her hot con- 
fined hold. The Don Enrique, he further informed 
me, had gone to the westward of the island, and 
would be found lying off and on about Ricketts, a 
collection of negro huts of that name, not far 
from which it was conjectured Senor Cadalso 
might be found. 

M. Quintana and his sister left the brig the in- 
stant her anchor was dropped, and never had 
the lady worn a sunnier smile than when she 
softly reminded the enraptured lieutenant that 
her uncle would expect to see him the earliest 
moment his professional duties permitted him to 
do so. Those duties, as far as landing and lo- 
cating the negroes went, were concluded by noon 
on the morrow, and Lieutenant Burbage did not 
return on board the brig till midnight. He ap- 
peared much and pleasurably excited; and after 
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giving one or two routine orders, withdrew to his 
cabin, desiring me to follow. 

" I shall be obliged," he half-blushingly began, 
" if you will pay a visit to Senor Cadalso to-mor- 
row afternoon. The marriage contract is to be 
signed then, and I wish you to be a witness. Be- 
sides, there is to be some slight festivity — a dance 
and so on; and Isabella, with whom you are a 
prime favorite by the way, quite insists upon 
your presence." 

I answered that the lady's politeness was ex- 
tremely gratifying, and that I should very read- 
ily accept his and her invitation. 

" Thank you," rejoined Burbage; " we have ar- 
rived here but just in time, for Cadalso, who has 
quite recovered his health, intends leaving the is- 
land to-morrow for Cuba, in the Don Enrique.^^ 

" In the Don Enrique !^^ I hastily blurted out; 
"isn't that odd?" 

"Nonsense," he quickly replied; "Cadalso, 
though a rough-grained fellow as far as looks go, 
is, I have not the slightest doubt, a person of per- 
fect respectability. It will be better," he added, 
finding I remained silent, " that you should take 
the brig round to the westward till you are 
abreast of Ricketts, where you can be easily 
rowed ashore, and the boat can remain on the 
beach to re-embark us all, as both Quintana and 
his sister intend sleeping on board. I shall have 
to be on shore early, and must therefore leave 
these little arrangements to you." I bowed acqui- 
escence, and a few minutes afterward we sepa- 
rated. 

Lieutenant Burbage left the vessel immediate- 
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ly after breakfast, taking with him six men on 
leave for the day, at, I understood, the request 
of our late passengers, and to dispose of their 
share of a gratuity which the Quintanas had sent 
the brig's company. This draft, with the six men 
I was directed to take on shore with me, and who 
were to remain with the boat till we were ready 
to re-embark, would reduce the hands on board 
to eight. Truly, a very pleasant game our sweet- 
spoken friends were playing, and, but that others 
could plot and countermine as well as they, quite 
a safe one, too ! 

I communicated as quickly as possible with 
Skipper Hodgson, and it was not long before the 
Marys was slipping away under easy sail to the 
westward. We came up with and ran her quietly 
alongside in the shadow of a concealing head- 
land, and received on board, to the infinite amaze- 
ment of the Felipe Segunda^s scanty crew, some 
fifty odd of their old mess-mates, with Command- 
er King at their head. Sail was again made, and 
before long we opened up the straggling village 
of Ricketts, and the Don Enrique lying snugly at 
anchor, about half a league from the shore. 

We brought up at no great distance from the 
audacious schooner, but the glasses which in- 
stantly swept the deck of the brig could discern 
nothing alarming or suspicious there. The barge 
was manned at once, and, after about a quarter 
of an hour's lusty pull, I leaped on shore, where 
a black fellow was in waiting to convoy me to 
Seflor Cadalso's residence, situate somewhere 
among the hills at the base of which Ricketts is 
sparsely scattered. 



72 THE ADVENTURES OF A NAVAL OFFICBB. 

We soon reached it, and a miserable tumble- 
down place it was, though somewhat more pre- 
tentious than the mud huts of the liberated Afri- 
cans. Quintana received me with much simu- 
lated cordiality, but the fellow was too shaky and 
ill at ease to play the part of hospitable host with 
even tolerable success. 

Burbage and his fiancee were out walking ; and 
Senor Oadalso was not for the present visible. 
Neither did I observe any festive preparation 
in progress. I, however, abstained from remark, 
accepted the refreshment proffered me, drank a 
few glasses of wine, gossiped a little upon in- 
different matters, and, feeling at length exceed- 
ingly drowsy, apologized for my rudeness, and, to 
Quintana's great relief, threw myself upon a 
bamboo apology for a couch, and soon dropped 
fast asleep. 

I slumbered much longer than I had intended, 
for when I again opened my peepers the moon 
and stars were out and shining brilliantly. I was 
just in the act of springing up when the sound of 
approaching voices, one that of Quintana, the 
other, a rasping one, I guessed Cadalso, alias 
Pasco's, struck my ear, and induced me to resume 
my recumbent posture. 

"Hush! hush!'^ I presently heard Quintana 
hurriedly whisper; " speak lower for heaven's 
sake! " They talked in Spanish, by the by, which 
I comprehended well enough, though I could not 
speak it with remarkable elegance or precision. 

" Not I indeed," was the surly rejoinder; " the 
mask may slip ofif how and as soon as it likes. 
Besides, the young Cockerel yonder is fast 
asleep." 
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" Are you quite sure it's all right with Captain 
Valdez?" asked Quintana, an arrant coward if 
there was ever one. 

" Quite sure, why, yes; as sure as death! We've 
got our own again, there's no doubt about that. 
It's pretty nearly half an hour since the Felipe 
Segunda was boarded and carried by the Don 
Enrique^s boats, though, as the pistol shots told 
us, not without a stoutish resistance. However, 
the signal rockets agreed upon between me and 
Valdez soon showed that all was right.^' 

" Where is Burbage? " said Quintana after a 
few moment's silence. 

" With Isabella to be sure! — with his friend 
Pasco's charming niece — where else? Ha! ha! " 
burst out the truculent brute, with such a reck- 
less ferocity that I doubted if it could be at all 
worth while to feign sleep any longer; " the girl 
has managed the business rarely, and yet now, 
at the last moment, the pretty, perverse fool is 
whimpering and lamenting about it, and insist- 
ing, forsooth, that the thick-skulled Englishman 
she has so deliciously bamboozled shall be per- 
mitted to depart in a whole skin: yes, he shall! " 

" You swore that the lieutenant should suffer 
no personal harm," said Quintana; " besides " 

" Swore! ^' echoed the excited savage; " swore! 
But you too are a fool! Go and seek them. Val- 
dez and his men can not now be far off, and it is 
quite time the farce was over." 

Quintana left the room; and Pasco, throwing 
himself carelessly upon a seat, began gulping 
down the liquor on the table. He was quite 
aware, I felt convinced, that I was not asleep. 
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but I still judged it best not to change my posi- 
tion, the more especially as my right hand, thrust 
carelessly, as it were, under my coat-breast, se- 
curely gripped the stock of a double-barreled 
pistol. 

A few anxious minutes slowly passed, and then 
a confused tumult of voices — Burbage's the loud- 
est and fiercest — burst upon us. I jumped to my 
feet, and at the same moment the lieutenant 
swept into the room in a frenzy of rage and in- 
dignation. Isabella, preceding her brother and 
five or six grim-visaged ruffians, followed. Her 
face, a glance showed me, was pale as marble, 
and her fine eyes wet with tears. 

" Betrayed — dishonored — lost — ruined ! ^' 
shrieked Burbage as he caught sight of me; " and 
by this accursed murderer, too ! ^^ 

It was well for Pasco that a table was be- 
tween him and his furious assailant, or the lieu- 
tenant's sudden and deadly thrust would have re- 
quired no second stroke. As it was, he received 
a slight wound only, and Burbage, pinioned in 
the grasp of three or four rascals, could only 
madly curse the taunting villain, in whose power 
he believed himself to be, and upbraid the beguil- 
ing serpent that had lured him to his ruin; and 
whose too-late repentance had but revealed the 
utter blackness of the gulf in which he was 
plunged. " Uncle, uncle! '' supplicated the 
weeping, terrified woman, as she threw herself 
between Burbage and Pasco's menacing pistol ; 
" for the love of God harm him not! You have 
an oath in heaven to respect his life — his safe- 
ty!'' 
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It would have been easy enough for me amid 
the furious din and scuffle to have sent a bullet 
through the heads of a couple of the scoundrels, 
but, as I fully believed ample help was not far oflf, 
it would have been madness to precipitate mat- 
ters till that help arrived. This much to the 
reader in excuse of my apparent quiescence, but 
really calculated inactivity. I chose rather, as 
soon as I could make myself heard, to implore 
Burbage to have patience, — to calm himself. 

" Patience! Calm myself! " he shouted, as he 
fixed his bloodshot glance on mine, as -if doubtful 
that he heard aright; " Patience! Calm myself I ^' 

" The young man counsels wisely," said Pasco 
with a malignant sneer, but at the same time 
lowering his pistol ; " patience is excellent when 
nothing else may be had. You are in my power, 
accursed fool, and so is the Felipe Segunda, and as 
many of her crew as have not already been 
thrown to the fishes. Ha! there is Captain Val- 
dez's whistle. But a few minutes and all scores 
will be cleared. Off, wench! Is this a time for 
sniveling? " 

The hurried tramp of men swiftly approaching 
was heard without. Pasco sprang with ferocious 
glee to the door, fiung it open, — " Here, Valdez," 
he cried with ferocious exultation; " here! Hell 
and Thunder! who are these? " 

"The messengers of justice, scoundrel!" 
shouted Commander King, bursting in and seiz- 
ing the terror-stricken miscreant. His eager 
crew followed, and, amid a fierce uproar of 
shrieks and curses, grappled and secured the 
whole knot of conspirators. The success of the 
counterplot was complete! 
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A few words will close this story. Isabella 
and her brother embarked unmolested for Cuba, 
chiefly, I believe, through the intercession of 
Lieutenant Burbage. Pasco was indicted for 
murder, and aiding and abetting piracy (the at- 
tack on the brig by the boats of the Don Enrique), 
but escaped the penalty to which he would cer- 
tainly have been adjudged, by dying of brain 
fever in the hospital at Sierra Leone. 

Lieutenant Burbage, though for a time a sad- 
der, became as certainly a wiser man than when 
he permitted himself to be hoodwinked by an art- 
ful siren; who, however, we must not for the 
honor of womankind forget, was herself the dupe 
of a relative, upon whose bounty she had de- 
pended from earliest infancy. 

The Don Enrique was condemned and pur- 
chased into the service, and under another name 
became, with perhaps the exception of the cele- 
brated Black Joke, the most efficient and success- 
ful cruiser on the African coast, till the appari- 
tion of armed steamers proclaimed to the dis- 
mayed slave-mongers that, whether a little soon- 
er or a little later, the end of their atrocious traf- 
fic was marked indelibly upon the dial of the 
future. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE RESCUE OF ROSABELLA. 

The CurleWy having more than completed her 
period of service, was ordered home to be paid 
oflE; but, as I was still some way oflE the time when 
I might hope to pass for a lieutenant, and the 
admiral had obligingly appointed me to the Mer- 
lin — a ten-gun brig in the same service, — I re- 
mained at Jamaica, where the Curlew last 
touched previous to finally spreading her wings 
for England. 

The Merlin was cruising at the time from about 
the latitude of Ascension to that of the tropic of 
Capricorn; and, as there was no present oppor- 
tunity of joining her, I got leave to take holiday 
at my father's till one presented itself. I found 
the governor in much the same bodily health as 
usual, and in temper considerably improved— 
that is, it had become oilier, smoother, less apt 
to grate harsh thunder when an extra pull at his 
purse-strings was delicately hinted at. 

This was, no doubt, in a great degree owing 
to the one or two very narrow escapes I had had 
from Davy Jones's clutches since he had seen me. 
and the consequent possibility that my next 
cruise might end in that insatiable old rascal's 
locker instead of the comfortable haven where I 
had now again, by lucky hap, cast anchor. This 
consideration naturally indisposed him more 
than ever to my choice of a sea life, and many and 
bitter were the sarcasms he indulged in anent 
the inconceivable stupidity of preferring such 
a hazardous, knock-about, ill-paid profession, to 
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the comfortable, solid, money-making business 
— in those good old slave and sugar-island days — 
of a Jamaica planter. 

This was well enough now and then ; but he 
kept so everlastingly on the same tack, that I 
not only got thoroughly sick of the topic, but be- 
gan to suspect it was not altogether plain sailing 
on his part, and that he had some concealed point 
to weather with which I was unacquainted. And 
so it proved. 

Few readers, I dare say, need to be informed 
that Jamaica is a hilly, up-and-down sort of is- 
land, — pretty much as if it had been a spot of 
ocean suddenly changed into dry land when 
there was a heavy sea running. It is so, at all 
events, over a large part of the surface; and it 
consequently fell out that I came unexpectedly 
alongside a group of persons, one individual of 
which I had taken considerable pains to avoid. 

The governor and I had been out to dine, and 
we set out on our return just as the brilliant 
moon and stars of Jamaica were beginning to 
hang out their silver lamps in the heavens, and 
fire-flies innumerable to spangle the earth with 
their golden ones. A glorious evening, I remem- 
ber, calm as the sleep and odorous as the breath 
of infancy, and so brightly clear, my friend, that 
you might have read this journal as easily as you 
do now. My father, whom, I trust it is not un- 
fllial to remark, all the moons and stars in crea- 
tion would not have for a moment diverted from 
any mundane object happening to be uppermost 
in his noddle, kept droning away at the old strain 
till, upon surmounting a ridge of elevated 
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ground, we were both suddenly brought up by 
the very unexpected presence of Captain Pens- 
hurst, his lady, and Mr. and Mrs. ToUemache. 

We were not far from where the captain was 
having a new house built, and they were return- 
ing to the carriage after an inspection of its prog- 
ress. I had not seen the younger lady since my 
return, and the sudden rencontre put me in a 
deuce of a taking, confident, or nearly so, as I had 
felt, that certain spooney emotions had been long 
since sea-washed out of my booby brains. 

I was greeted in a very cordial manner by all 
the party, and Captain Penshurst addressed some 
complimentary or congratulatory sentences to 
my father in connection with the Curlew^s ex- 
ploits — what, I but confusedly heard, chiefly, 
no doubt, because his lady^s hand held mine at 
the moment, as she, with youthful-matron air 
and grace, gravely reproved me for not having 
called ere then upon such old friends. 

The interview was not a very lengthened one; 
my father and I resumed our walk homewards, 
and he, the moment we were out of ear-shot, ex- 
claimed, " Still as great a fool as ever, I per- 
ceive! " a flattering encomium which I must have 
strangely misheard, for my prompt reply was — 
" More — much more so than ever; but perhaps 
the moonlight may have had something to do 
with it." 

The governor at this burst out in a tremendous 
guffaw, followed by " Well, upon my word that's 
candid at any rate, and, as you say, I have no 
doubt the moon has something to do with it. I 
was saying that you were as great a tom-noddy 
as ever about a certain person.^^ 
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" I misunderstood you, then — that's all, and no 
wonder." After this we strode on in silence for 
about a mile, and then Suteliflfe senior began 
again, and to the old tune: — 

" I've been thinking, Tom, that the inflam- 
mable tenderness you're afflicted with may, after 
all, prove the means of luring you into the path 
of common sense and prudence. You know the 
Ck)llinses out by the Yallah river? " 

" Not I. I had heard often enough of Aaron 
Collins, master of the coasting brig Dolphin^ and 
reputedly a slave-cadger of a peculiar, though not 
very uncommon genus. I should like well 
enough, just now that I have nothing better to 
do, to try and take the wind out of the sails of 
such a very free-and-easy-going gentlemen as he 
is more than suspected to be." 

" Gammon! stuff! " rejoined my father in a 
very high key. " This is all along of your ridicu- 
lous man-of-mar notion that nine-tenths of the 
craft frequenting these latitudes are, more or 
less, mixed up with the black trade. But I tell 
you, son of mine, that, whatever the gossiping 
gabies of Kingston may say or hint, Aaron Col- 
lins is both a rich and respectable man; that he 
has, moreover, an only daughter, Rebecca, to my 
mind one of the finest built, handsomest wenches 
in Jamaica, who, I may tell you as a secret, will 
bring her husband some thousands of solid at- 
tractions besides her well-looking face." 

" Her husband, in that case, will be a lucky 
chap." 

" That indeed will he. And I say, Tom," con- 
tinued my father, after indulging in a few more 
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than usually rapid and vigorous cigar-whiflfs, "I 
have a small matter of business with the Col- 
linses which you can ride over and arrange if you 
will. To-morrow morning, perhaps, you had bet- 
ter start, as I find Mrs. Penshurst wishes you to 
take a note from her to Mrs. Collins.^' 

" Mrs. Penshurst write notes to Mrs. Ck)llins! 
Bah!^^ 

" Bah! is it? Why, confound it, to hear you, 
one might imagine that young lady to be the 
Queen of Great Britain and Ireland, instead of 
the spouse of an ex-commander of the royal 
navy ! " 

" Perhaps so; still, why expect that I should 
be the bearer of her note or letter? " 

" I happened to mention yester' morning to 
Captain Penshurst that you would probably be 
going that way in a day or two. And, by the bye, 
I may as well tell you at once what the letter re- 
fers to. You no doubt remember having seen a 
slight, good-looking Mulatto lass, about fifteen 
years of age, a great favorite with Virginie Tolle- 
mache, whom Madame Tollemache parted with 
on account, I believe, of some impertinence on 
the girl's part about six months before her 
daughter's marriage with Captain Penshurst? " 

" I do not at all remember her.'' 

" Well, at all events, there was and is such a 
person — Rosabella by name. Tollemache swapped 
her for a field hand with Aaron Collins, and now 
her former young mistress, having a rich hus- 
band's purse to dip into, has purchased her at a 
thumping figure, together with a chap, also be- 
longing to Collins, and of the same cream-colored 
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hue as Rosabella, to whom he is, I understand, 
to be shortly married. Caesar, as they call him, 
is to be Captain Penshurst's head gardener, Rosa- 
bella his lady's attendant." 

" Very kind and good of both Captain Pens- 
hurst and his wife." 

" May be so : but the departure of the two 
Mulattos from Collins's must be, it seems, 
postponed for a few weeks. They are both 
paid for, and the transaction is legally set- 
tled, but their new master and mistress 
are about to leave the island for a short 
period, on a visit to Antigua in fact; they 
will sail with the land breeze to-morrow morn- 
ing; and as, moreover, their new place is not yet 
habitable, Rosabella and Caesar must remain for 
the present where they are. The letter of which 
you are to be the bearer has been written with a 
view to this arrangement. Mrs. Penshurst, the 
captain says, fears Rosabella will be terribly put 
out by the disappointment, as she expected to be 
here in a day or two; and it will be your office to 
console her, by representing the unavoidableness 
as well as temporary nature of the delay." 

I considered for awhile, overhauled a few items* 
of my mental log relative to Aaron Collins, and 
then said, " Well, I am willing to be the lady's 
envoy and yours ; but as to Miss Rebecca " 

" Make no promises and you'll break no bonds," 
hastily interrupted my father. " You will most 
likely find Aaron himself at home, as I saw the 
DolphWs name in yesterday's arrivals at Port 
Royal." 

"I also noticed that circumstance, or perhaps I 
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might have been less unwilling to—; but here 
we are at home at last." 

It was about four o'clock in the afternoon of a 
sultry day when I came within sight of Aaron 
Collin's residence — a very nice place, on the near 
banks of the Yallah. I was met at the door by 
the proprietor himself, — a half-seaman, half- 
tiger, with a dash of the sneak, looking fellow^ of, 
I suppose, about fifty years of age. That's a nice 
figurehead, thought I, for a good Samaritan, 
who, according to some simple souls, helps off 
runaway negroes, out of pure loving-kindness, 
and at a great risk to his person and pocket ! He, 
however, gave me a boisterous welcome, and im- 
mediately led the way indoors. 

" My wife and daughter, Mrs. and Miss Collins ; 
— ^young Mr. SutcliflEe, my dears, whom you have 
read of, et cetera.^^ 

My first impression of these ladies was any- 
thing but a favorable one. Mrs. Collins struck 
me as a slightly softened, diminutive duplicate of 
her huge brawny husband ; and as to Rebecca, — 
well, if a tall, well-formed person, and large, reg- 
ular, fiercely-expressive features constitute femi- 
nine comeliness, she was undoubtedly very good- 
looking; and her voice, if not of that dulcet, gen- 
tle kind esteemed so excellent in woman, would 
have suited a boatswain's mate remarkably well. 

All this, however, was of no present, and I in- 
wardly vowed should be of no future, concern- 
ment of mine, and both mother and daughter, I 
may add, were in a moment hospitably busy. 
Eatables and drinkables were set out in profu- 
sion, to which, assisted by honest Aaron, who, it 
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was said, had reached his home only about an 
hour previously, I did ample justice. 

This important preliminary concluded, my er- 
rand there came under discussion. My father's 
business — payment of an account — was quickly 
disposed of; and I presented the letter I had 
brought to Mrs. Collins, who handed it, un- 
opened, to her husband. The instant Aaron CJol- 
lins mastered its meaning, a flash of ferocious 
glee broke out of his cavernous eyes, which, no 
question, he would have suppressed had be been 
able to do so, and he exclaimed exultingly : 

" They are to remain with us, Becky. Rosa- 
bella and her spark are to remain with us for — 
for, let me see — oh ! for another month, at least ! '' 
As he said this, the countenances of the two 
females flushed with triumph; but Aaron, fear- 
ing, I suppose, that he was revealing too much, 
wrenched his features, so to speak, into quietude, 
half-closed his eyes, and suppled his nutmeg- 
grater of a voice to a canting whine that would 
have done credit to any tub in Great Britain. 

" You look surprised, Mr. Sutclifife," he said : 
" you see the lad Caesar has been with us from 
childhood, and we are actually rather loath to 
part with him. Still, he'll be well off where he's 
going," he added briskly, — " that's a great com- 
fort; and in fact, had I not felt assured that he 
would be, I could not have sold him at any price." 

" CsBsar will do well enough if that vixen Rosa- 
bella will only let him," sharply put in Miss Re- 
becca. 

" That vixen Rosabella! you astonish me: I un- 
derstood she was meekness itself." 
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" She's artful, sir," interposed Aaron, — " des- 
perately artful; the most finished hypocrite, 
young as she is, and usually looking as if butter 
would not melt in her mouth, that ever breathed. 
Them she now belongs to should look well after 
her," he continued, in a meaning, half-confiden- 
tial tone, " or, as sure as life, she'll be slipping 
her halter. Please also to remember, Mr. Sut- 
cliflfe," he added, with emphasis, " that, although 
I permit her to remain here in compliance with 
the wishes of Captain Penshurst and his lady, I 
will on no account be answerable for her safe 
custody." 

" Not being a mermaid, it would puzzle her, I 
should fancy, to leave the island." 

" That is not so difficult as you may suppose 
to slaves that, like her, have money of their own ; 
and Hayti is a sure refuge. But I may as well go 
and tell 'em the news, after hearing which they, 
perhaps, won't be in such a hurry to pack up their 
duds." 

He had not left the house more than three min- 
utes when a scream, so shrill and piercing that it 
almost caused me to let fall the glass of wine I 
was carrying to my lips, rang through the house: 
the immediate closing of an intervening door 
deadened the wailing sobs which followed, and in 
a few minutes they had ceased to be audible. Re- 
becca left the room with her father, and Mrs. Col- 
lins, who was seated near the window opening 
upon the verandah, said coolly enough, red hot as 
her face had suddenly become, — " There's that 
hussy Rosabella showing off again: I wish to 
goodness we were well rid of her." 
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I remained dumb, and blew, moreover such a 
tremendous elowd — smoking is everywhere and 
at all times permissible in the Antilles — ^that my 
face was as little communicative, I reckoned, as 
my lips. By-and-by Aaron and his daughter re- 
turned, both looking very pale and excited, but 
nothing more was said relative to Caesar or Rosa- 
bella, and it was not long before he and I were 
comfortably absorbed in punch and politics. 

Good Lord, how the old rascal, as he warmed 
with the rum, did abuse Wilberforce, Clarkson, 
Buxton, and others, for presuming to meddle 
with the venerable institution of slavery, — es- 
pecially slavery in the West Indies, where, as 
everybody knew, it was an unmixed blessing to 
everybody, — to the owners and the owned, par- 
ticularly the latter, to whom it secured happiness 
both here and hereafter. Something had evi- 
dently vexed the worthy man; he drank with 
angry gusto, and so profusely that he lost his 
balance, and slipped out between his hic- 
coughs, that he had long since made up his mind 
to withdraw beyond the reach of parliaments, 
and did not mean to postpone his purpose many 
weeks longer either, and . 

Here Mrs. Collins and Becky, who had been for 
some time very fidgety, resolutely interposed ; in- 
sisted it was high time so excellent a husband 
and father was in bed; and after some growling 
demur succeeded in getting him out of the apart- 
ment. 

I soon followed, marshaled to a sleeping cham- 
ber by a little ebony chap, who, as he turned 
to leave the room, thrust, with an imp-like grin, a 
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Blip of folded paper into my hand, on which was 
written, in a very nice female character, — 

" For the love of God, sir, be at the gate lead- 
ing to the cotton plantation at the dawn of day." 
" From Rosabella, no doubt," I mentally ejacu- 
lated : " for more reasons than one her request 
shall be complied with, and no mistake." 

I was just up in time to bid the latest of the 
lingering stars good-by, left the house unob- 
served, and, after about five minutes' smart walk, 
found myself in the presence of the trembling 
Rosabella, — really a nice, gentle-looking girl, 
and, it seemed to me, as meek and timid as a hare. 
I am myself no very great admirer of colored 
damsels, but certainly Rosabella was pretty, and, 
in certain markets that I knew and know of, 
would have fetched a long price. She was in an 
agony of grief, — her first incoherent words assur- 
ing me that if I went away without her she 
should never — never see her beloved young mis- 
tress again ! 

" You fear that, having paid for you and Caesar, 
Mr. Collins intends kidnapping and carrying you 
oflf for sale elsewhere, as he has within the last 
two or three years some twenty runaway negroes, 
whom he pretended to conceal for a while? " 

" Yes, my God, yes, — but how should you 
know? " 

" I know much more, I suspect, than you do, or 
than Aaron Collins imagines any one except him- 
self and his precious wife and daughter have the 
slightest inkling of. Hasn't he bought an estate 
in Cuba lately? " 

" Indeed, sir, I can't say: I guess and dread 



88 THE ADVENTURES OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

more than I know positively, but, from some- 
thing Miss Rebecca said yesterday afternoon, I 
am sure they believe I have found out all about 
their ways and schemes; and that makes me feel 
sure," she added, with a fresh burst of passionate 
sorrow, " I shall never again see Mademoiselle 
Virginie, — Madame Penshurst, I beg pardon, — 
if you refuse to let me and — and Caesar, accom- 
pany — follow you " 

" Listen, my good child : it is necessary this fel- 
low — ^this Aaron Collins — should, for justice and 
example's sake, be caught at his villanous tricks. 
You are a shrewd, well-educated person, who can 
materially assist in the matter, and I promise 
you, upon the word of an English officer, that, if 
you agree to do so, not a hair of your head shall 
be injured, — ^that you shall be restored to the ser- 
vice of your former mistress, and moreover, be 
Mrs. Julius Caesar, if you like, before a month is 
passed." 

Rosabella clapped her hands with ecstasy, and 
began exclaiming, much too loudly. "Hush! 
hush! my good girl, you are too rash. Now tell 
me quietly and distinctly all you know, suspect, 
or guess." 

She did so, and, after about a quarter of an 
hour's further conference, we returned by dif- 
erent paths to Collins's house, both fortunately 
unobserved; and, when I rode oflf homeward after 
breakfast, there was little doubt upon my mind 
that Aaron Collins would be caught in the trap 
I, acting upon the suggestions of the chief au- 
thority of the island — to whom I had imparted 
my suspicions — had laid for him. 
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Nearly three weeks rolled by without the oc- 
currence of any incident of consequence, except 
the appearance of an advertisement in the King- 
ston papers, offering a reward, on the part of 
Aaron Collins, as agent for Capt. Penshurst, 
R.N., for the recovery of Rosabella and Caesar, 
who had absconded, and, it is feared, left the 
island. The usual warning to shippers and cap- 
tains was given, and the persons of the fugitives 
were minutely described. At length, the Dol- 
phin cleared out for Cuba, and I, on the same day, 
mentioned to my father my intention of paying a 
visit to the fair Rebecca, and coming to a clear 
understanding with her father, whereat he was 
very much rejoiced, and politely remarked that I 
was a much more sensible fellow than he had of 
late believed me to be. 

The Dolphin hove in sight of the mouth of the 
Yallah river, not far from which I and my merry 
men were snugly ambushed, at about twelve 
o'clock in the day. She would be off the river to- 
wards the evening; and, as the time for action 
was now close upon us, I determined to rejoice 
the ears of poor Rosabella with the agreed signal, 
waited for, I knew, both by her and Caesar, for 
now nearly a fortnight of miserable time, with 
the sickness and agony of deferred and doubt- 
ful hope. 

The place where she and Caesar were confined 
and chained was a natural cavity of rock which 
I knew well, stealthily watched by a ruffian in 
the pay of Collins, and a couple of Cuba blood- 
hounds. It was about half a mile away from 
Collins's house, and not far from the left bank of 
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the Yallah. I could approach unseen quite close 
enough to make sure the signal would be heard. 
It was first a loud, piercing whistle from a boat- 
swain's pipe, then a musket-shot, another whistle, 
and again a musket-shot. A loud scream — ^im- 
possible, I could understand, to repress — which 
followed the last report, not only assured me that 
I was heard and understood, but awakened a fear 
that suspicion of danger being near at hand 
might have been thereby aroused in the mind of 
the man intrusted with the captives' safe cus- 
tody. That, however, was hardly likely, — at all 
events, could not be helped; and I hastened back 
to our lookout post. 

The sun was very near its setting when the 
Dolphin hove to, at about a quarter of a mile 
distance, abreast of the Yallah; and by the time 
i\ four-oared boat, in which Aaron Collins could 
be very distinctly seen, had left her, and dis- 
appeared up the winding Yallah, darkness, faint- 
ly relieved by a few stars only — for the sky was 
cloudy, and the moon had not yet risen — had 
fallen upon land and ocean. Briefly afterward, 
a man-of-war pinnace was launched from its 
place of concealment, — it had arrived there in the 
night, — and by the help of eight stout oars pro- 
pelled swiftly and noiselessly toward the Dol- 
phin. We were within twenty yards of her be- 
fore anybody on board perceived and challenged 
us. 

'^ What boat's that? " sung out a man stand- 
ing by the main ratline, not in the boldest tones 
I had ever heard. " His excellency the govern- 
er's," was the reply. " No nonsense, Jenkins, — 
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and above all, no noise, or we'll pitch you over 
among the sharks." 

" It's all up, I see," growled the mate I had ad- 
dressed as we reached the deck. " I misdoubted^ 
there was something in the wind; however, it's 
no affair of mine: I only obeyed orders." 

" It will be a very bad affair of yours, Master 
Jenkins, if the boat that's gone ashore doesn't 
come off with all she was intended to bring; so 
let's have no private signal tricks, if you please." 

The man-of-war's men were stowed away about 
the forecastle out of sight, and I anxiously 
watched the shore from behind the foresail, for 
the night was clearing up and the moon rising. 
Nearly two hours thus passed before Oollins's 
boat reappeared. It was full, but seemed to ap- 
proach hesitatingly, as if suspicion had been by 
some means aroused. Presently the oars were 
peaked, and the boat ceased to advance. 

" Hail the boat, Jenkins," I muttered, in a 
menacing tone; " it will be best for you." 

^^ What are you stopping there for? " shouted 
the intimidated mate. 

" Is it all right, Sam? " replied Collins, who 
was standing in the f oresheets. 

"Right! ay, to be sure, as a trivit: why not? 
Yes — ^yes, beautiful right — delicious right," he 
added, sotto voce; " and that you'll find, my 
hearties, in a brace of shakes." 

The boat came and grated against the brig's 
side; up tumbled Collins; and then Rosabella and 
Caesar, muffled and gagged, were lugged upon 
deck. 

" Now, Jenkins, fill and make sail at once. The 
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Philistines, I fear, have got scent of this little 
job, and '' 

" Not meaning me for one, I hope, Mr. Col- 
lins?" The instant I stepped up, Rosabella strove 
to scream, could not, and as the next best dem- 
onstration of delight threw herself round my 
neck and almost throttled me, — not so unpleas- 
ant a matter in itself as it might have been in 
its consequences; for, seeing me thus manacled, 
and imagining, perhaps, that I was alone, Aaron 
Collins leveled a pistol within a few inches only 
of my sconce and fired; it snapped, and the next 
moment his heels were tripped up, and the drama 
was thus brought to a very satisfactory termi- 
nation without further violence or bloodshed. 

I was quite a Kingston lion for nearly a week 
in consequence of this success. Aaron Collins 
got two years' imprisonment for attempting to 
steal, or stealing rather. Captain Penshurst's 
chattels; which chattels — Rosabella and Caesar 
— entered a few weeks afterward into the holy 
bands of matrimony. Albeit, the bride assured 
me that she felt quite as much gratitude for be- 
ing restored to the service of her amiable young 
mistress as for being made the wife of Julius 
Caesar, — a declaration by which I was not, I must 
say, in the least surprised. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

HOW WE LOST THE MERMAID. 

At last the Merlin came into Port Royal, and 
I at once joined. The old washtub was in her 
usual leaky state, and, very unusually for her, 
brought in a prize, captured by her boats during 
a dead calm. After she had undergone a few 
indispensable repairs, she put to sea again, the 
" Coast " service being at that particular period 
so miserably starved in vessels that even the 
Merlin^s absence was sensibly felt.. 

Yet what a crazy, cranky craft she was, with 
masts suited to a corvette, so that if there was 
the slightest swell on she rolled so infernally as 
to wellnigh dip her yards, while in a gale she was 
quite as much under as on the water. I don't be- 
lieve that during the eighteen months I served in 
her I had a dry shirt on me for an hour together, 
except when in harbor. 

As to sailing, I think she might have over- 
hauled a craft that had become well water- 
logged. Of course such a " cruiser " was only 
formidable to the " Black " gentry by her boats 
during a calm ; and any one who has had experi- 
ence of the African service will bear me out when 
I say that there is nothing so trying to the tem- 
per of officers and men as boatwork. How often 
has it happened that, after pulling four, five, or 
six hours beneath a scorching sun, a capricious 
breeze — (and in those latitudes breezes are as 
capricious as belles are everywhere) — has sud- 
denly sprung up when the slaver was almost 
within reach; and the expected prize glided 
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gracefully away, hopelessly beyond pursuit, leav- 
ing the baflied boats' crews — well, 7iot at their 
prayers. 

We were happily quit of the Merlin at last. 
The court-martial held to investigate the cause 
or causes which had led to the destruction of 
His Majesty's brig, decided that the accident was 
owing to a dense fog, during which — no blame 
being attachable to any one, neither the officer 
in command nor the master in charge of the 
Merlin — the brigj'an upon a coral reef (I should 
like to have seen the Merliv run once in my life, 
especially during a fog, when it seldom blows 
great guns) — that the brig ran upon a coral reef 
off Sierra Leone, and, heavy weather coming on 
soon after, was totally lost. 

The officers and crew had ample time to save 
themselves and everything belonging to them. 
Of this I was assured by Browning, the master, 
at the very first grind of the Merlin^ s bottom upon 
the reef. 

" Don't be alarmed, Mr. Sutcliffe," said the vet- 
eran; "I ain't, you see, in the least." (It's my 
private opinion that Browning could, had he cho- 
sen to do so, have smelt his way clear of every 
reef or shoal along the coast, from Tangier to 
Table Bay: the African odor, it must be remem- 
bered, is extremely pungent.) " Don't be 
alarmed; I ain't, you see, in the least. Sierra 
Leone, — leastways a landing-place near there, — 
is not above half a league distant. Just there 
away," he added, pointing confidently with his 
hand, as if fog rather cleared liis vision than 
otherwise, " and the bl d brig won't go to 
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pieces till a stiffish breeze gets up, which won't 
be yet awhile." 

I have said that every one had ample time to 
save themselves and their effects. This is quite 
true, but, from some unfortunate accident, every- 
body did not. Browning himself was very un- 
lucky, as was proved by the heavy bill he sent in 
to the admiral for lost clothes (and got it paid, 
too). Poor Browning! he was not only a prime 
seaman, but a good honest fellow in his way, and, 
since the land-crabs made a meal of his tough 
old carcass some quarter of a century since, it 
can be no harm to say that his notions as to 
" besting " government were, not certainly pecu- 
liar — far from that — but lax, elastic. For exam- 
ple, if he had lived to these income-tax times, 
and been liable to assessment, nothing can be 
more certain than that no chancellor of the ex- 
chequer would have had the trouble of acknowl- 
edging the receipt of unpaid income-tax from 
him. 

I, at all events — and this is his claim to men- 
tion here — respect his memory, for the sufficient 
reason that, had not the Merlin come to grief at 
the time she did, I should not have been idling 
about Kingston when His Majesty's sloop-of-war 
Charybdis was towed into port dismasted, and al- 
most in a sinking state, in which case, " How we 
lost the Mermaid " would not have had to be writ- 
ten — by me at least. 

The Clwryhdis had been caught in a terrific 
tropical hurricane, the first blast of which had 
thrown lier on her beam-ends, and it was not till 
all tliK o masts had been cut away that she right- 



96 THE ADVENTURES OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

ed. During the height of the hurricane, at 
night, the commander, master, and several sea- 
men were swept overboard, and all on board 
were so harassed and worn out by anxiety and 
incessant working at the pumps during more 
than five days and nights, till the sloop was 
fortunately fallen in with by the vessel that car- 
ried her into Jamaica, that a few hours after the 
Charybdis was safely brought up in Port Royal, 
one-half of the crew and every officer, except two 
or three middies, were in hospital. Yellow Jack 
quickly carried off his full quota, and of the rest 
it was reported that not one would be fit for 
active duty till many weeks had passed. 

Meanwhile the Charybdis was pumped dry, ca- 
reened, and the leaks were well looked to. That 
done, jury-masts were set up, and it was deter- 
mined to dispatch her forthwith to England — 
under my charge his omnipotence the admiral de- 
cided, upon finding there was no older, more 
eligible officer at his disposal. 

I was delighted. I should see dear old Corn- 
wall again, and astonish the natives, my aunt 
and female cousins especially, with the marvels 
I had seen, the desperate perils I had overcome, 
showing, by implication, what a promising young 
hero had suddenly budded forth on the Sutcliffe 
family-tree. 

Besides, my time to pass examination for the 
grade of lieutenant was not far off, and, if suc- 
cessful in safely navigating the Charybdis to 
England, such a service might stand me in good 
stead, supposing I passed creditably, in getting 
an appointment to a ship. Faint heart never 
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won a gold swab (sailor slang for epaulet), any 
more than a fair lady; and, though I knew very 
well that the sloop was half eaten up with dry 
rot, and that, in her jury-rigged, patched-up con- 
dition, a heavy gale of any duration would be a 
serious danger, it was with an exultant spirit 
that I took command of the CharybdiSy and less 
than twenty-four hours afterward, the wind out- 
side being favorable, gave orders to warp out of 
harbor. 

The voyage was safely accomplished, and the 
anchor let go in Plymouth Sound eight weeks 
and three days after we left Port Royal — not so 
very bad a run under the circumstances. 

Having had my fling out in Cornwall, I took 
coach for Portsmouth, and, in due time, passed 
for lieutenant — " very creditably indeed," the 
board was pleased to certify. Without a day's 
delay, I solicited the admiralty for active em- 
ployment, forwarding at the same time, of course, 
the testimonial with which the admiral on the 
West India station had been kind enough to fur- 
nish me. 

To my great and pleasurable surprise, I re- 
ceived, within a week, an official letter from the 
secretary, announcing my appointment as first 
lieutenant of the Mermaid^ Commander Haw- 
kins, a twelve-gun clipper-brig fitting out at 
Portsmouth, for service on the African coast, 
and, as she would sail in a few days, directing me 
to report myself on board immediately. 

I need not have felt so much surprise at re- 
ceiving the appointment which, of course, I at- 
tributed to a just appreciation of my extraordi- 
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nary merits, only earlier acknowledged than was 
usually the case. The simple truth was, that 
service in the slave squadron was not at that 
period in the least coveted. The mortality in 
the squadron had been of late excessive, fright- 
ful; the means of neutralizing the malaria with 
which the land-breezes along the pestiferous 
coast were and are laden, not being so well un- 
derstood then as now. 

There was not much glory, either, in the com- 
mon acceptation of the word, to be acquired in 
confronting such a death. No officer, conse- 
quently, born with a silver spoon in his mouth, 
or who had friends amongst navy nobs, ever 
' thought of applying for an appointment to an 
African cruiser. 

Besides this, the great mortality in the squad- 
ron was exciting a strong feeling in the House 
of Commons, and it was judged prudent, there- 
fore, to employ as many seasoned officers and men 
as possible on the service. 

These cogent reasons for the rapid preferment 
which had set me cock-a-hoop — very copiously 
expounded to me by good-natured friends — of 
course took the conceit out of me to a consider- 
able extent. I consoled myself nevertheless. 

Commander Hawkins, who was not more than 
nine years my senior, a prince of good fellows, 
and, in the essentials, a perfect gentleman, had, 
like myself, to make his own way in the world. 
He had no experience in the particular service 
he was about to be engaged in, and was de- 
lighted, therefore, that I had been appointed 
First Lieutenant to the Mermaid. Then the brig 
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herself was a perfect beauty. Her fine sharp 
lines, low long hull, and remarkably raking 
masts, had been copied from the Maria da 
Gloria, a Portuguese slaver, which had been cap- 
tured by the boats of the Britomart brig, during 
a calm. If we could not make a few with the 
Mermaid and her crew of eighty-odd A. B.'s, 
amongst the man-stealers, the sooner we ex- 
changed into the horse-marines the better. 

The evening before we sailed, we had a jolli- 
fication at the Blue Posts Tavern, with a few 
seaman-friends. It was upon that occasion I 
first discerned a peculiar defect — well, it was a 
grave defect — in Commander Hawkins. He 
was too convivial. 

Let me be understood. No man could be less 
addicted to anything approaching to drunken- 
ness than ho. When on board his ship, that is 
when on duty, I doubt that he permitted himself 
as much as a couple of glasses of wine per diem. 
But when he was ashore, and in the company of 
friends, he was, under the infiuence of what, in 
a comparative degree, was a scanty modicum of 
wine, somewhat " loose of soul," as Shakspere 
phrases it. 

I myself, I declare, could have taken three 
times the quantity of wine I have ever seen him 
imbibe, and have afterwards charged the Grand 
Jury of Middlesex, had I been a Judge of Assize, 
with the utmost gravity and decorum. Still, 
Commander Hawkins, when, under such circum- 
stances, the least excited, afforded insight to his 
most secret thoughts and purposes. The dull- 
est fool could read' him as easily as a book. I 
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should not write this of a man whom I loved and 
respected beyond almost any one I ever knew, 
were it not necessary to do so in order to explain 
how it was we lost the Mermaid. 

We sailed with a favoring breeze, and Com- 
mander Hawkins, having reached the prescribed 
latitude, opened the sealed orders, which to his 
amused surprise directed him to sail direct for 
Trinidad and place himself in communication 
with the governor of that island. A stupid 
specimen of red-tapery that, as we should in 
these days say. An order to call at Trinidad 
and communicate with the governor, need scarce- 
ly have been a sealed one. So it was, however; 
and more, the order of " my lords " was to be 
strictly obeyed. 

We arrived at Trinidad, after a very rapid 
run, and Commander Hawkins waited upon his 
excellency without loss of time. 

The information furnished to the commander 
of the Mermaid by the governor was very im- 
portant: it had come to his knowledge that the 
trade in slaves from Africa to Cuba was, to a 
great extent, carried on by two ships of large 
tonnage named respectively the True-blooded Yan- 
kee and El Gid Campeador, — the one American, 
the other Spanish. They were both surprising 
sailers, but it was hoped the Mermaid would be 
able to overhaul them. 

There was a great danger to be carefully 
guarded against. The ships, both three-masted 
ones, were about the same tonnage, of the same 
mould, and were rigged precisely alike. Now, 
as the British cruiser had no right to detain an 
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American slaver, and an American cruiser had 
no right to seize a Spanish slaver, — ^there being 
no treaty between the United States and Spain 
authorizing mutual right of search and seizure, 
— the close resemblance of the two ships had 
practically afforded them both almost complete 
impunity. 

Neither a British nor American captain, under 
the most favorable circumstances, could follow 
up a chase with much energy, with the doubt, 
almost conviction, upon his mind, judging from 
previous experience, that if he did come up with 
the slaver, — never, except in a calm, with boats, 
— she would turn out to be the Trite-blooded Tan- 
kee, if the cruiser was English, — El Cid Cam- 
peadoTy if the pursuer was an American man-of- 
war. 

" Here are portraits of the two ships," added 
the governor, " executed by the same artist. 
Now, with the exception of the distinct flags, 
can you, Commander Hawkins, detect the slight- 
est difference between them? " 

Commander Hawkins fully admitted that 
Caesar and Pompey were very much alike, es- 
pecially Pompey. But what was his excellency's 
inference from the facts he had stated? 

" Simply that there was but one ship, not two, 
and that, by means of forged papers and two sets 
of officers, perfect impunity was secured. And," 
added the governor, " I fully, thoroughly be- 
lieve, though please to understand I have no 
legal proof of what I am about to say, — I fully, 
thoroughly believe, that the ship is a Spanish 
ship. El Cid Campeador, belonging to the Ha- 
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vannah, and that the Yankee captain and mates 
who reply to the challenge of British cruisers are 
merely hired supernumeraries." 

" If one could be sure of that," observed Com- 
mander Hawkins, " it would be plain sailing." 

" I repeat that I can produce no legal proof 
of the correctness of my assertion; I make it 
confidently nevertheless. You will act, I warn 
you, upon your own responsibility; and you must 
bear in mind that the seizure of an American 
slaver, should the Trve-blooded Yankee be able to 
prove the genuineness of her assumed nation- 
ality, involves the captor, as well as the Brit- 
ish Government, not only in serious losses, but 
damaging disputes." 

At the same time his excellency was positive, 
from a variety of curcumstances, that El Cid 
Campeador and the True-blooded Yankee were one 
ship. Whether, however, she was El Cid Cam- 
peador or True-blooded Yankee^ might admit of 
question; and therein lay the difficulty, which he 
left to the enterprise and intelligence of the 
Commander of the Mermaid to unravel. 

Upon his return on board. Commander Haw- 
kins and I held long and anxious consultation 
with each other, the result of which was a 
scheme the first move wherein was to take one 
Richard Jones into our confidence. Jones, an 
A.B. Mermaid, was a Welshman by birth, and, 
as Commander Hawkins well knew, of cool, stub- 
born fidelity to whomsoever he took service 
under, whilst his bronzed, bearded figure-head, 
and outlandish lingo, plentifully garnished with 
strange oaths, realized the print-shop and poet- 
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taster's portrait of a ferocious foreign pirate. 

Yet Jones was far from being of a blood- 
thirsty temperament, though he had been many 
years engaged in the Brazilian slave-trade; 
which occupation an awakened conscience, and 
greatly reduced wages, consequent upon the 
activity of the British Preventive Squadron, in- 
duced him to abandon, and lend his aid to dis- 
concert the dodges of his former friends. He 
was a most valuable acquisition to the Mermaidy 
and it was perfectly understood before he en- 
tered, that he should be specially rewarded for 
any special services he might be able to render 
the British cruisers. 

Now, one fact in reference to the True-blooded 
Yankee, or El Gid Ganipeador, or both, there ap- 
peared to be no dispute about — namely, that her 
or their slave-mart was Cuba, and that, at what- 
ever part of the coast the living cargoes were 
discharged, it was at Havannah she or they re- 
fitted preparatory to another African trip. If, 
then, Richard Jones shaped his course for Cuba, 
working his passage, the better to avoid sus- 
picion, in one of the always short-handed ves- 
sels trading between Trinidad and the Spanish 
Island, he would have a fair chance of shipping 
himself on board the mysterious slaver, he being 
not only a first-rate seaman, but furnished with 
strong testimonials from Brazilian slave-cap- 
tains well known in Cuba. 

Should the ruse succeed, Jones would quickly 
ascertain the true state of the case, and a few 
private signals were agreed upon, by which, 
should he be on board the slaver the Mermaid 
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might have the good fortune to overhaul, he 
could communicate to the boarding party all 
they required to know without danger of excit- 
ing suspicion of his agency in the matter. 

His course of sailing being thus plainly 
marked out, Jones was put quietly on shore soon 
after evening fell, and at dawn of next day the 
Mermaid weighed, and stood out of Port of Spain 
with a spanking breeze from the westward, 
which would soon carry the clipper we had under 
our feet to her cruising ground. 

Arrived off and running along the African 
coast, we repeatedly heard of both the celebrated 
slavers. The captain of the Hudson^ an Ameri- 
can cruiser, had actually boarded one. She was 
fast filling up with negroes, and was, there could 
be no doubt, he said. El Cid Campeadov, of Cuba. 
Her captain's name was Jos6 Martino, and her 
papers were unquestionably genuine. The Hud- 
son had parted company with her three days be- 
fore, but as she had not then completed her car- 
go, and we at last knew whereabout to look for 
her, sail was at once crowded on the brig, and we 
steered in high spirits for the vicinity of the Rio 
Grande. 

Neither El Cid nor, indeed, a vessel of any 
kind was to be seen thereabout, and it was finally 
determined to make sail in the direction of Cuba. 
The wind was light and baffling, but, as that 
would be more adverse to the progress of a deep- 
ly-laden ship than to the Mermaid, the circum- 
stance was rather favorable than otherwise. 
Still, our chance of descrying El Cid was a very 
poor one in a vast expanse of sea, which the look- 
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out perched at the foremast-head, and aided by 
the best glass on board, could only search in 
clearest weather to a distance of some nine or 
ten leagues! 

Fortune, however, proved propitious, or seem- 
ed to do so, when soon after sunrise on the third 
day the look-out announced, " A sail — right 
ahead.'' Every glass was instantly turned in 
the direction indicated; and, sure enough, there 
was soon plainly to be seen upon the verge of the 
horizon a large three-masted ship, her crowded 
canvas glittering in the fresh sunlight, and car- 
rying no colors. A loud cheer greeted the wel- 
come sight, so sure were we that the stranger 
was El Gid; whilst not a Mermaid doubted that, 
though a stern chase is proverbially a long chase. 
His Majesty's brig would range alongside our 
distant friend whilst the hour was still a.m. 

By way of inducing the commander of the sup- 
posed Spanish slaver not to over-exert himself 
to keep us at a safe distance. Captain Hawkins 
ordered the American ensign to he run up at the 
fore — a device which would hardly have imposed 
upon the merest tyro in the " Trade," much less 
bamboozle such a wide-awake old fox as Senor 
Martino was reported to be. 

The Mermaid^s speed was sufficient assurance 
of success, as far as overhauling the stranger 
went. We gained upon her hand over hand, and 
before eleven a.m. were within half-cannon shot 
of the chase. The stars and stripes were then 
hauled down, the British ensign flew aloft, and 
an eighteen-pounder ball thrown across her bows 
brought her to at once, she at the same moment 
running up the American flag. 
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Commander Hawkins deputed me to board 
and ascertain her true character, and in a few 
minutes the brig's armed launch was pulling to- 
wards El Cidy as we still hoped, yet doubted, her 
to be, and unquestionably a full as well as a fine 
vessel, of six or seven hundred tons burthen. I 
steered the launch so as to pass close under her 
stern, upon which, to the extreme disgust of us 
all, we saw painted, in weather-stained letters 
too, the True-blooded Yankee, of New Orleans. 

I boarded her nevertheless, and was received 
upon deck by an unmistakable Yankee skipper, 
calling himself Captain Hollins, who fiercely de- 
manded what right a Britisher had to compel an 
American ship to heave to on the high seas. I 
answered, that the Captain of His Britannic 
Majesty's cruiser had suspected her to be El Cid 
Campeador, and was still unsatisfied as to her 
right to the protection of the stars and stripes. I 
insisted, therefore, upon examining her papers. 

Finding I was determined, they were, after 
an angry altercation, produced, and appeared to 
be perfecetly regular. That being the case, we 
had, of course, no power to detain the True- 
blooded Yankee, of New Orleans — (a queer port, it 
struck me, for a " Yankee" to sail from; South- 
erners not usually affecting that designation). 
The True-blooded Yankee was not only admitted 
to be a slaver, but the ruffian of a skipper had the 
shameless audacity to boast that he had at that 
moment upwards of four hundred fine niggers 
under hatches, worth, upon an average, six hun- 
dred dollars each! 

I returned to the launch, followed by the oaths 
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and jibes of Hollins and his mates. The instant 
we cast oflf, the slaver filled and proceeded on her 
voyage. It afterwards occurred to me as a sur- 
prising circumstance, that not one of the crew, 
with the exception of the captain and mates, 
who happened to be on deck, came aft, that I 
had not caught a glimpse of one of their faces, 
and that the strictest silence was observed by 
them all. 

The search after El Cid proved futile. We did 
not once hear of her during a month's active 
cruise, at the end of which we bore up for Trini- 
dad. News awaited us there, from Jones; he 
had obtained a berth in El Cid Campeddor, which 
was expected to sail from the African coast on 
or about the 10th of the month (we were then at 
the 12th), but to what part of that coast Jones 
had not heard, nor indeed had he, when his letter 
left Cuba, been once on board the famous slaver, 
whose character was well known and openly 
boasted of at Havannah. Jones had not heard 
of the True-hlooded Yankee, and he very much 
doubted that there was such a craft in existence. 

This was hopeful news, and, as there was no 
time to lose, we tarried only to replenish our 
water-casks, before we again speeded eastward. 

Prime luck this time! We had been off the 
coast little more than forty -eight hours, and the 
Mermaid was stretching across the Bight, when 
we spoke La Ville de Nantes, a French merchant 
schooner, the commander of which said he had 
passed such a vessel as we described, about three 
hours previously. She appeared to be deeply 
laden, and was steering west-nor'-west, under a 
press of sail. 
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The day was young when we obtained this 
information, and just as the men were about to 
be piped down to dinner a joyous shout of " Sail 
ho! away to leeward/' from the look-out, pro- 
claimed by its exultant tones that the chase was 
in sight. 

The slaver had descried us as soon or sooner 
than we d^d her, and, perceiving that we were 
determined to speak her, hove to at once, hoisted 
the star-spangled banner, and fired a blank gun, 
a sort of defiant invitation to bear down and go 
through with the insulting and silly ceremony of 
" visiting '' an American vessel without delay. 

We did not keep our friends waiting long. As 
we neared the slaver my glass and that of Com- 
mander Hawkins were anxiously directed to- 
wards the fore part of the ship, where, as upon 
the former occasion, the crew were stationed. 
Several of them appeared to be observing our 
approach with curious interest, and presently 
one of the number wiped his forehead with a 
bright yellow handkerchief. 

Commander Hawkins and I simultaneously 
oxclaimed, but under our breath, " El Cid! All 
right! " Had the slaver been a Yankee, the col- 
or of the handkerchief would have been a bright 
crimson. 

Presently the same man scratched his right 
whisker slightly, and in the most natural manner 
possible, his left hand grasping a back-stay as he 
did so. 

" Double set of papers. The American ones 
forged." This the whisker-signal assured us of. 
Holding on by the back-stay meant that no doubt 
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whatever need be entertained of the correctness 
of the information. 

It had been further arranged that Jones was 
to prepare a memorandum-book in which to set 
down more exact particulars, but on no account 
endeavor to pass it to either the commander or 
myself, unless he could do so without a chance of 
being detected. It was most essential, with a 
view to future operations, that Jones should not 
be compromised. 

The slaver being well under the Merniaid^s 
guns. Commander Hawkins and I, with a well- 
armed crew, put off in a launch to board the 
prize. 

" Don't be in such a cursed hurry,'' gruffly ex- 
claimed Jones, as he came aft, in obedience to a 
gesture from the Yankee skipper to clear a gang- 
way for us. He was the only common sailor on 
board who spoke English, and would ^therefore 
pass well enough for an American. There was 
no one near but himself, and a small black clasp- 
book dropped into the launch. It was cleverly 
done, and I secured it unobserved by even one of 
the men. 

Captain Hollins and his mates were civiler 
than when I first made their acquaintance; and 
it seemed to me that a shade of nervous anxiety, 
caused perhaps by the cruiser's unhesitating pur- 
suit, spite of star-spangled banner and former 
disappointment, clouded their saflFron-colored 
faces. 

Captain Hollins invited us to examine the 
ship's papers in his cabin; and, Commander 
Hawkins having first ordered the crew of the 
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launch on deck — a proceeding which did not 
tend to reassure the perplexed Yankee — we fol- 
lowed him down the companion stairs. 

" A full ship again, I judge by the horrible 
stench," remarked Commander Hawkins. 

" We didn't invite you on board," growled Hol- 
lins. " There are the ship's papers." 

" Forgeries," said Hawkins, after a c^ireless 
glance over them. " This is a Spanish ship, El 
Cid Campeador. There now, it's of no use blus- 
tering; our information is positive, and I shall 
take the ship to Sierra Leone." 

" This slaver," said I, refreshing my memory 
from a clasp-book I took from my pocket, — ^^ this 
slaver sailed or was to sail from Havannah on 
the 10th instant. She is the property of a Cuban 
company; her real captain, one Martino, was to 
sail in her, and I dare say is now somewhere on 
board; HDllins and his mates are merely hired 
to humbug the British cruisers, and the True- 
blooded Yanlre papers are forged. By removing 
a slip of board neatly fitted to the stern, upon 
which that fictitious name is painted, the real 
name of the ship. El Cid Campeador, will ap- 
pear." 

Hollins and his two worthy compatriots were 
completely knocked over as I read, with surprise 
and consternation. Not for long. Personally 
they had litttle or nothing to fear, trade-tricks 
resorted to for the purpose of nigger buying or 
stealing not being looked upon as a very heinous 
offence by the United States authorities, to 
whom it would be our duty to hand them over; 
and, knowing that, didn't all three presently 
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spit, swear, blaspheme, and curse the meddling 
Britishers with a will, and till they were hoarse! 

Nearly four hundred negroes were disembarked 
at Sierra Leone from El Cid Campeador, and the 
slaver was adjudged by the Mixed Commission 
to be a lawful prize, without delay or demur. 
This was a great first hit for the Mermaid and 
her Commander, and made a considerable noise 
at the time. 

His Excellency the Governor of Trinidad was 
especially gratified at our success, which he, of 
course, mainly attributed to the information and 
advice he had given the inexperienced Com- 
mander of the Merimid. About two or three 
months after the capture we had occasion to 
visit Port of Spain to procure a supply of fresh 
provisions, water, etc. We remained there about 
a fortnight, during which Commander Hawkins 
dined several times at the Government House. 

Upon the first of these occasions, the very day 
after we cast anchor in Port of Spain, there were 
about fifteen guests present, all gentlemen. 
After dinner the conversation was turned bv his 
excellency upon the late exploit of the Mermaid 
in capturing El Cid Campeador^ alias the True- 
blooded Yankee; and, finally. Commander Haw- 
kins, who was in unusually high spirits, stim- 
ulated no doubt by a larger quantum of wine 
than he was in the habit of taking, must needs 
volunteer a minute history of the affair, includ- 
ing the antecedents and clever part assigned to 
and acted out by Jones (who had, of course, re- 
joined the Mermaid), The company applauded 
loudly, and none more so, it was afterwards re- 
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membered, than two Spanish Creole gentlemen, 
and persons of commercial eminence in Trini- 
dad. 

It was late when Commander Hawkins came 
on board, and he turned in at once without, as 
had been his wont, asking for me. When the 
morn and cool reflection came, he, feeling some- 
what ashamed of the indiscreet boastfulness he 
had been indulging in( avoided speaking upon 
the subject to me; I consequently remained, till 
the knowledge came too late, in total ignorance 
of the gross imprudence he had been guilty of. 

Richard Jones was naturally a great favorite 
with his Commander, as well as in high esteem 
with himself. The solid reward of the service he 
had rendered was sufficiently large to set his 
cunning brain at work to hit upon some new de- 
vice by which it might be ditto repeated, as to 
the reward; the amount of which his dram-drink- 
ing habits, when ashore on leave — and Com- 
mander Hawkins never refused him leave when 
in harbor — had already grievously diminished. 

Upon returning on board late one afternoon, 
he, finding the Commander absent, asked to 
speak with me. I was reading in the captain's 
cabin, and told the messenger-midshipman to 
send him, in. 

The man, I saw at a glance, was in a state of 
stolid semi-drunkenness. His speech was co- 
herent enough — much too deliberatively articu- 
late, and I dare say he could have toed a line if 
put to it; but his eyes were wide staring, and ex- 
pressive of the drunken cunning always appar- 
ent in those of his class when in such a state, 
and having an important secret to disclose. 
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** Well, Jones, what have you to say? " I asked. 
I was not more inclined than the captain to deal 
strictly, not to say harshly, with him^ 

" The Brazilian schooner, Sir, in the roads, the 
Dim Pedro. I served in her with Captain Her- 
rera.'' 

" Well, what of the Brazilian schooner Dow 
Pedro J Captain Herrera? I knew that much be- 
fore, and that she anchored off this port yester- 
morning." 

" Why, this, Sir — Campeador nothing what 
somever to it, if it's well fixed here (tapping his 
forehead). Such a haul! Howdacious! " 

I began to comprehend his drift, but, as he was 
not in a fit state to take part in a serious con- 
sultation, I peremptorily ordered him to turn in 
immediately, and in the morning, I, or the cap- 
tain, both probably, would speak further with 
him. 

I went on deck, and took another look at the 
Don Pedro, a vessel which had before attracted 
my attention. A fine craft, as far as carpenter's 
work went, though her rigging, which I judged 
to be new, was badly set up. She was very 
probably — most probably — a slaver, but now 
certainly contained nothing that could compro- 
mise her, or she would not have anchored within 
cannon-shot of the Mermaid. She was about two 
hundred and fifty tons burden, and, if well 
handled, might, I thought, unless caught in a 
gale of wind, when she would have no chance, 
hold her own even with the Mermaid. 

Early next day,, Richard Jones and the com- 
mander of the Mermaid had a private conference, 
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to which, after no very long delay, I was ad-. 
mitted. 

It appeared that Jones had met with two old 
messmates belonging to the Don Pedro, both^ like 
himself, ashore on a spree. Of course they had 
a jolly carouse, and the two Don Pedros soon be- 
came extremely anxious that he should re-enter 
on board the old craft, he (Jones) being, accord- 
ing to his own statement (the idea that "busi- 
ness" might be done having struck him early 
in the dawn of renewed friendship), out of a 
berth, and very near hard a-ground. 

Jones, however, who if one might put faith in 
his own reckoning, drank cautiously — compara- 
tively with the Don Pedros he must have meant — 
would not hear of entering on board the Brazil- 
ian schooner unless he was assured of a profit- 
able and not over risky run. Thereupon his old 
messmates opened their minds, and told him all 
that they themselves knew. 

There had been a great African slave-hunt, 
and about a league up the Congo an immense 
barracoon was already nearly filled with likely 
niggers. Three Brazilian vessels had sailed to 
take them off, and the Don Pedro was following. 
The schooner's part in the play was to keep on 
and off the mouth of the river, so that if a British 
cruiser hove in sight (and they didn't care about 
any others), especially that cursed Mermaid (to 
have a good look at which, so as to know her 
again, Don Pedro had brought up in the Port of 
Spain roads) — if a British cruiser hove in sight, 
to take wing in a hurry, so as to draw the cruiser 
away in pursuit, while the three Brazilian slay- 
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ers hooked it comfortably with full cargoes. 

Being a regular clipper, the Don Pedro could 
easily lead even the Mermaid a dance of two or 
three hundred miles, if she got anything like a 
start, and when overhauled would have nothing 
to fear, as neither negroes nor preparations for 
the reception of negroes would be found on board. 

The slavers' scheme was a feasible one, and the 
plan suggested by Jones would as certainly upset 
it, unless some unguessed-of element came into 
play. It was finally, therefore, determined — 
with my hesitating acquiescence (though why I 
hesitated I could not have explained, except that 
success, the premises taken for granted, was too 
certain, the opportunity afforded us for a " grand 
coup '' too good to be true) — it was, I say, finally 
determined that Jones should enter on board the 
Don Pedro. 

A number of signals were next arranged, sim- 
ple and natural, but somewhat more complicated 
than those which had answered our purpose in 
the El Cid aflfair. By these we should upon near- 
ing, or even sighting the Don Pedro with our 
glasses, ascertain if there were really slavers and 
a barracoon up the river, and how far up, and 
what the nature and amount of the resistance we 
should have to encounter. This last item was of 
moment, as it would necessarily be a boat affair, 
the Mermaid^s draught of water forbidding us to 
risk her safety amidst the shoals and sand-banks 
of the Congo, to say nothing of the tremendous 
labor of towing a twelve-gun man-of-war brig, 
for but a league, against its strong current. 

Captain Herrera gladly gave Jones a berth, 
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and at about noon the same day the Don Pedro 
weighed and stood away to the southward, as 
long as she remained visible from the mast-head 
of the Mermaid. Once fairly out of sight she 
would, we well knew, change her course. About 
twelve hours afterward the Mermaid was bowl- 
ing merrily along in pursuit. 

It was near sundown, and a stiifish breeze was 
blowing, when, upon rounding a point of land, 
we desc Tied the Don Pedro lying to off the mouth 
of the Congo. The moment we were seen, way 
was got upon the schooner, every stitch of sail 
set she could carry, and away she went at a slap- 
ping pace. We gave chase, and, fast as she was 
and skillfully handled, should have overtaken 
her in a few hours, had it been our cue to do so. 

As it was, we contrived, while seeming to 
press the pursuit, to let her shake us off, and hav- 
ing, helped by the fast-falling darkness and the 
deeply indented sinuosities of the coast, caused 
her to lose sight of us, we hauled our wind, and 
at about midnight were off the Congo. 

There had been quite sufficient light and time 
to enable us to perceive, and Jones to go through 
with, the signals agreed upon. We knew, there- 
fore, that three vessels were about two leagues 
up the river loading with slaves. Quickness and 
caution were especially enjoined by Jones, for- 
asmuch as, directly the slavers knew that the 
Mermaid was off the mouth of the river, the ne- 
groes already embarked could be re-landed, the 
whole lot driven inland, and the three slavers 
quickly made ready to sustain, from a legal point 
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of view, the appearance of peaceful traders in 
palm oil, etc. 

The plan of action, under the prescribed cir- 
cumstances, was promptly concerted by Com- 
mander Hawkins and myself. Though taken by 
surprise, the resistance of the slavers would, no 
doubt, be desperate, and we should have need of 
all our strength. We decided, therefore, to an- 
chor the Mermaid in the lee of the headland or 
promontory before mentioned, leaving about 
half-a-dozen hands in her, and, with all the boats 
well manned, ascend the river, with the hope 
of reaching the scene of action before or about 
dawn. 

The topmasts of the Mermaid would be just 
visible above the headland to the Don PedrOy 
should she return to reconnoiter, and it would, 
no doubt, be supposed that the British cruiser 
was lying there in wait to pounce upon the Bra- 
zilian schooner, should she venture within can- 
non-shot. 

The wind, I must state, had lulled considera- 
bly, or we should hardly have ventured to an- 
chor on a lee-shore, and leave the brig in charge 
of six hands only. We reckoned upon being 
about five hours absent, — at least two of the 
boats would rejoin the brig by that time. As 
the barometer was rising, and there was good 
holding ground where we anchored, no doubt of 
the Mermxiid^s perfect safety was entertained. 

The young moon had set before we started, 
but the starlight, faint as it was for an African 
sky, enabled us to see our way up the river well 
enough. The dark shadows cast by the giant 
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vegetation which borders the Congo would help 
to conceal our approach till we were close upon 
our prey. The strictest silence was enforced, the 
measured dip of the oars being the only sound 
which broke the stillness of the night. I may 
remark, in passing, that the present trading sta- 
tions on the Congo were not, at the time I am 
writing of, in existence. 

The men worked with a will, and the boats slid 
through the water at a rapid rate, though 
against the current. Nearly two hours, since we 
cast off from the brig, had thus passed, and yet 
no sign appeared of slave-ship op barracoon. 
What could it mean? 

Had Jones himself been deceived, op had he for 
a bribe, or under coercion, deceived and betrayed 
us? Another quarter of an hour's sharp pull con- 
vinced us that one of those postulates must be 
accepted, by suddenly bringing us up in shallow 
water, where the leading boat stuck fast, and 
was with some difficulty backed afloat again. 
No slave-ship could possibly, therefore, have 
gone higher up. The channel, moreover, in that 
reach of the river was not above three or four 
yards wide. Quite evidently we had been done — 
humbugged ! 

That in itself was sufficiently exasperating, 
but, with the discovery that we had been so egre- 
giously duped by Jones's signals, there came a 
startling apprehension to the minds of Hawkins 
and myself, that possibly the Don Pedro had 
doubled on her track during our absence, and 
captured the defenseless British cruiser! Talk of 
spontaneous combustion! The bare idea of such 
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a catastrophe, flashing through one, turned me 
to red heat in a moment, from the crown of my 
head to the soles of my feet. 

Of course it was useless to lament, op curse, or 
even give expression to fear or doubt. The order 
to return was at once given, and, as the men 
were greatly fatigued, as well as incredibly sav- 
age, the main-brace was spliced, though not a 
usual practice in boats. That done, our gallant 
fellows, instinctively conscious that the safety of 
the Mermaid depended upon our speed in reach- 
ing her, plied the oars with might and main^ half- 
exhausted as they were. 

Depend upon it that it is when, as Francis 
Moore, physician, would say, " Things look black 
in the south," — or north, east, west, as the case 
may be, — that the British seaman comes out 
strongest, — in his fullest splendor. Many a fight, 
against immense odds, has been won, after the 
immense odds fancied themselves sure of victory, 
by his fiercely dogged determination to never say 
die, — to have another bout, — try another last 
chance, desperate as that chance may be. 

The day had fully dawned when we swept out 
of the estuary of the Congo, and came within 
sight-distance of the topmasts of the Mermaid, 
which we had left anchored in the lee of the 
frowning headland. Within sight-distance, but 
not, unfortunately, within sight. The topmasts 
had disappeared, but, close hauled and beating 
to windward, about two leagues away, was that 
accursed Don Pedro. 

The wind had so much freshened since we 
started on our fool's errand, that it then blew half 
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a gale, and still dead ashore. Directly we were 
perceived, loud shouts of derision came to us 
upon the wind, a shotted gun was fired, the ball 
of which fell within four miles of us, and the 
gaudy Brazilian flag was run up in safe defiance 
at the mizzen. 

To give chase to the slave-schooner would have 
been simply ridiculous, and, the first irrepressible 
burst of rage over, the men pulled with furious 
eagerness to round the headland, upon the other 
side of which the Mermaid should, and just possi- 
bly might be, there being no sign of her at sea. 

All doubt was quickly at an end. The Mermaid 
was ashore; her masts already gone by the board, 
and the hull fast breaking up, as the tumbling 
surf lifted and smashed her upon the iron beach. 

It was with great difficulty and danger that we 
ourselves, selecting the most favorable landing- 
place, reached shore without staving in either of 
the boats, or loss of life. The men left in charge 
had also, though sorely bruised, got safe to land. 
The explanation was brief as simple. An hour or 
thereaway before daybreak, and at the darkest 
of the night (no very vigilant lookout having been 
kept, we were quite sure), the two cables which 
held the brig had been cut, and the Mermaid had 
gone on shore before the men well knew what 
had happened. No question it was one or more 
of the Don Pedro^s boats that had played us that 
pretty trick. The reason probably that an at- 
tempt had not been made to board and capture 
the cruiser was, that the Brazilian could not have 
been sure as to what amount of resistance might 
have been made when once the alarm was given. 



HOW WE LOST THE MERMAID. 121 

The boats were hauled up high and dry, and we 
had leisure to take a steady survey of our actual 
position and prospects. It was useless attempt- 
ing to save the brig. We could not even reach 
her, and the sooner she went to pieces the better 
for poor devils with scarcely a sup or a bite, 
stranded upon the desert, flaming shore of Af- 
rica, at about eight degrees south of the equator! 
Upon the brig's finally breaking up a sufficient 
number of water and wine casks, barrels of pork, 
biscuits, etc., would be pretty sure to float safely 
to shore. 

We might then, and at that time of the year, 
have a reasonable hope of reaching Ascension 
in safety; or, if it should be judged more prudent, 
we might hug the Guinea shore and get to Fer- 
nando Po, where we should be sure of meeting 
with a vessel that would convey us to Sierra 
Leone. A prolonged sojourn in the vicinage of 
the kingdoms of Loango, Malatan, et cetera, was 
very undesirable; not that seventy or eighty well- 
armed British seamen might have much to fear 
from the open hostility of their highnesses, but 
on account of the deadly climate. 

It was, therefore, with a kind of grim satisfac- 
tion we watched the swift breaking up of the gal- 
lant craft. Her total destruction was accom- 
plished the same afternoon, and long before sun- 
down all the valuable portions of the wreck and 
stores that drifted ashore, including many bar- 
rels of water, of wine, bread, meat, etc., were 
secured. The Mermaid^s guns and anchors could 
be got at any time. 

We had now only to look after our own per- 
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sonal safety. The boats were carefully stowed 
with needful aliments, and by the afternoon of 
the next day it was possible to launch them 
through the surf. The wind had sunk to a gentle 
breeze and veered to the southeast; Commander 
Hawkins decided to make for Sierra Leone, keep- 
ing well at sea, and we started at dawn on the 
morrow. 

We crossed the gulf without accident, and 
were off Cape Palmas in a dead calm, when, just 
as evening was falling. Commander Hawkins 
hailed me from the pinnace, calling my atten- 
tion to a two-masted vessel lying at anchor with- 
in the shadow of the cape. A savage shout broke 
from twenty throats as he spoke, the notion 
which had instantly crossed the men's minds be- 
ing that the strange vessel must be the cursed 
Don Pedro. That, however, was certainly not the 
case, as the first squint at her showed me. The 
stranger was a brigantine, of much less tonnage 
than the Don Pedro. She showed British colors, 
but, for all and in some degree because of that, 
was, some of our experienced hands felt sure, a 
slaver. The tall, raking masts, sharp bow, and 
clean run aft, were not characteristic of English 
trading ships in those days of Anglo-Dutch mer- 
chant-marine models. 

There was but brief opportunity for observa- 
tion. Night falls suddenly in those climes — 

" The sun's rim dips ; the stars rush out, 
At one stride conies the dark.** 

We had, however, time to notice that the brigan- 
tine showed six barkers on each side; not, per- 
haps, of very large caliber, but sufficiently pow- 
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erful to smash a boat to chips. This considera- 
tion made me pause when Commander Hawkins, 
having steered the pinnace close alongside the 
barge which I commanded, intimated' his inten- 
tion to pull direct for the brigantine, and if she 
proved to be a slaver make a prize of her. I ven- 
tured to remark that we had been no doubt seen, 
and should be prepared for, that the men were 
dreadfully fatigued, and, if we did not succeed in 
carrying the brigantine, we had no ship to return 
to. 

Commander Hawkins was deaf to the sugges- 
tions of prudence. His feverish anxiety to re- 
deem, as it were, the loss of the Mermaid would, I 
verily believe, have induced him, had the occa- 
sion offered, to attack a fifty-gun frigate. The 
order to pull for the shore was consequently 
given, and muskets and pistols were loaded, cut- 
lasses looked up and distributed, amid a chuck- 
ling, growling bass of delight from the seamen. 
The brigantine carried, they would be quit of the 
leg-cramping, arm-aching boats for one thing. It 
is an old sailor-saying that your genuine sea- 
dog would rather sail to Satan than pull to Para- 
dise. 

The moon rose while we were still some half- 
mile from the brigantine. As I anticipated, we 
had been seen and were now anxiously looked 
for. The boarding nets were triced out, and the 
deck, for a slaver, was full of men, all of whom 
seemed to be attentively watching our approach, 
several through night-glasses. 

Portfires were glaring to and fro, the tompions 
had been removed from the guns, which were run 
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out, and, by means of a cable carried out astern, 
the brigantine had been so placed that it was 
impossible the boats could near her without ex- 
posing themselves to her full broadside. Quite 
evidently the parley would be a brief one, that 
no examination of papers, the character of cargo, 
OP preparation for cargo would be permitted, and 
that a lot of us would be down among the dead 
men before ten minutes had passed; a contin- 
gency one doesn't care much about, strange to 
say, when used to it. 

There was no parley at all permitted. Com- 
mander Hawkins rose at the stern of the pinnace 
to challenge the name and nationality of the 
brigantine, and the reply to " What vessel is 
that? " was a jet of flame and the roar of a 
twelve-pounder, so well aimed that the pinnace 
immediately filled, went down, and the crew were 
struggling for dear life in the water. A shout 
of triumph at this success burst from the slaver, 
followed up by the well-sustained fire of her 
whole battery; exposed to which iron storm, we 
had to rescue the pinnace-men from drowning. 

Then was seen, upon a minor scale, with what 
a cheerful defiance the British seaman confronts 
desperate odds. The roar of the slaver's artillery 
and musketry was responded to by rattling 
cheers; the work of picking the men up going on 
meanwhile as rapidly and steadily as if a boat 
accident had occurred in a friendly harbor, 
though two or three of our fellows were hit every 
minute. Soon all who had not finally lost the 
number of their mess were hauled into the boats, 
and, with a ringing hurrah, we dashed at the 
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slaver. The brigantine's crew, from a cause to 
be presently told, was more than equal in num- 
ber to our boats' crews before fire was opened 
upon us, and were almost all choice desperadoes, 
many fighting with halters round their necks: it 
may consequently be imagined how sanguinary 
and desperate was the strife. Our loss in clam- 
bering up the side of the vessel, and breaking 
through the nets, was frightful : the pistols of the 
pinnace crew were, moreover, useless; and they 
fought, of course, at terrible disadvantage. 
Twice we were driven back, and, but for the con- 
sciousness that the slaver's round shot would in- 
fallibly sink us all before we could have got out 
of range, Commander Hawkins might have or- 
dered a retreat. 

At last the deck was gained, where the dread- 
ful struggle was continued with unabated fero- 
city. There was one fellow with whom I came 
into collision whose features seemed familiar to 
me, grimed and gashed as they were with gun- 
powder, and a fearful cut across the face. The 
eddy of the fight swept us asunder; and the mur- 
derous hurly-burly was at its height, when, my 
foot slipping on the bloody deck, I failed to parry 
a deadly sword-thrust. The sharp blade was 
driven sheer through my body, and I fell, with a 
scream of agony, senseless upon the deck. 

Victory ultimately remained with the British, 
dearly purchased by the loss of nearly half the 
Mermaid^s crew. Among the mortally wounded 
was Commander Hawkins himself. He died the 
day after the fight. 

The man whose features I had recognized dur- 
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ing the conflict was Hollins, the Yankee captain 
of El Cid Cainpeador. The Don Pedro, after ship- 
ping a cargo olf negroes in the Bight of Pannavia, 
had had the ill-luck to fall in with and be cap- 
tured by H. M. S. Clio. The schooner's crew had 
escaped in the boats, and succeeded in reaching 
the brigantine a few hours only before we sighted 
her. How Hollins came to be on board the Don 
Pedro, and how it came to pass that our clever 
signal-plot had been turned against us, came to 
me some weeks after as I lay convalescent in the 
hospital at Sierra Leone, from the half-insane 
ravings of Richard Jones himself. 



CHAPTER VII. 

WHY JONES BETRAYED THE MERMAID. 

It is seldom one meets with a man or woman 
who has not had some poignant experience that 
holds its place in the memory with especially 
vivid distinctness. Generally it is the heart, to 
use the slip-slop of sentimental physiology, 
which has been wounded — I beg pardon, lacer- 
ated. In my case, it was the narrow region or 
space between the lungs and the diaphragm, 
which the truculent slaver's sword passed neatly 
through, that remains inextricably connected 
in my memory with the sharpest pang I have 
ever felt. Yet the wound, I was assured^ was 
not, except in that climate, a very dangerous one, 
given the healthy state of my blood and general 
vigor of constitution. Slightly, ever so slightly 
higher, and the sword would have pierced a luiii» ; 
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half an inch lower, and the diaphragm would 
have been drilled through! The felicitous accu- 
racy of the operation did not, however, assure a 
favorable result with the thermometer at 120 
degrees Fahrenheit in the shade, and I was deli- 
cately warned that any arrangement I might 
have to make anent my worldly affairs had best 
be gone into without delay. 

Spite of the surgeon's ominous warning, I 
could not believe that I was in very great danger. 
The pulses of warm, youthful life seemed to beat 
as strongly as ever in my veins. Then external 
agencies were not so very unfavorable. A smart 
sea breeze had sprung up, which blew not off, but 
on the pestiferous land ; and its refreshing action 
was strengthened by the cooling effect upon the 
mind of the ripple and dash of the waves upon 
the sides of the brigantine. Besides, I was free 
from pain, so that altogether I never remember 
to have been in a more placid, tranquil mood; a 
frame of mind which a composing draught deep- 
ened into a slumberous, dreamy state; the mental 
faculties slumbering, dreaming, so to speak, 
while outward objects remained dimly visible to 
my but partially closed or clouded vision. My 
ear continued to drink in the murmuring ripple, 
the fresh salt dash of the waves, and I ceased not 
to feel the play of the breeze upon my cheeks, in 
my hair, upon my hands. Pleasing, lustrous 
images trooped through my brain: my mother 
as I saw her in one of the happiest days of her 
life; my father in his most gracious temper; Vir- 
ginie, attired in ball costume, before a mirror, 
placing a camelia in her hair; a gay young gypsy. 
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whose acquaintance I had made during my last 
visit to Cornwall, asking me with those bright, 
saucy eyes of hers, if I didn't wish I could help 
falling in love with such a capricious coquette as 
Laura Tremayne. 

But into these visions of beauty was now in- 
jected a sound of horror and dismay. I heard it 
first faintly; that sailor's warning: "Shark! 
Ware shark! The man-eater! Save me, save 
me!" 

With a start I awoke, sitting up in my cot to 
hear unearthly screams, sobs, and shrieks from 
the next room, and a hoarse sailor's voice crying: 
" For the love of God, take that damned shark 
away! Keep him off! What lubber's trick are 
you a-playing on me? " Then in half maniac 
laughter and whimpering sobs, " Do not give him 
more pork, please, please Hollins; don't give him 
more pork. Please, Captain Herrera, no more 
pork; 'twill grease the monster's maws for me! 
Good God, that was a close shave that time! Yes! 
yes! I'll tell the signal; don't you hear, Hollins; 
I'll — I'll tell the signal. Take me from the 
shark's teeth. I'll tell the signal; I'll destroy the 
Mernmd! God forgive me for a lubber who 
dasent be eaten for the good of the service! " 

Being still weak, I scarcely knew whether I 
was delirious or whether there was some man 
in agony whose screams I heard, and burst out 
laughing, for the varying emotions that came to 
me seemed to me from their contrast half com- 
edy, half tragedy. 

As I tried to stagger from the bed, the hospital 
surgeon stood beside me. 
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" Quiet, my dear Sutcliflfe ! " he said, " it is only 
a patient who has escaped the yellow fever to 
drink himself into an attack of delirium tre- 
mens ! ^^ 

" And, being a sailor," laughed I, " instead of 
snakes he sees sharks! '' 

"I believe you have guessed it!" smiled the 
medical man. " Take this sleeping draught. 
While you are asleep the delirious man will be 
removed to other quarters ! " 

When I next awoke the place about me was 
quiet. Even with a wound in your body, the 
thermometer at one hundred and twenty, youth 
sometimes wins the battle, and I began to grow 
stronger; slowly at first, then quite rapidly. 

Some two weeks after this, perhaps for want 
of something better to say, as the surgeon felt my 
pulse, I asked: " Is he dead? " 

"Dead! Who?" 

" The yellow-fever, delirium-tremens jack tar, 
whom I heard two weeks ago raving of sharks." 

" Ah," replied the doctor, " he is better also, 
though not convalescent. At times the terror that 
was on him that night seems to return to him, 
and I am compelled to ease him off with rum. 
You, I presume, know that sometimes we have 
to cure mania a potu by reducing doses of the 
poison that produces it. Would you like to visit 
him? He says he once sailed with you, and has 
begged to see you." 

" Certainly, if you think I am strong enough." 

" Oh, you will be on duty in a day or two! " 
laughs the surgeon, and leads the way to another 
portion of the little Sierra Leone hospital^ one 
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too small for its work; for with yellow fever, 
coast fever, and wounds of battle, it was a busy 
place in the old days. 

Upon entering the apartment with the sur- 
geon, whom should I find there but Richard 
Jones, — but Richard Jones so attenuated, so 
dwindled from his former stout, hairy, burly, 
devil-may-care self, that at first sight I could 
hardly recognize him. His beard and whiskers 
had been shaved off, his hair cropi)ed close, and 
such lantern jaws I have seldom seen. Having 
escaped from the clutch of Yellow Jack by a very 
ticklish touch-and-go, tortured by some unknown 
remorse, the sailor had drank himself into delir- 
ium tremens. 

" It's a miracle as I'm here. Sir," said he in 
reply to a question of mine. " Ah! it's three mira- 
cles, if not more. Here is my respects and duty, 
gentlemen," he added, tossing off a glass of rum 
with a smack, for the surgeon had been com- 
pelled to give him liquor, " and d n all Diego 

Yankees, say I. Amen! " 

" Well, Jones, I can testify that you have late- 
ly had, to my knowledge, two very narrow es- 
capes from your namesake Davy's locker! " said 
the medical man. " Be careful of the third." 

" Davy Jones's locker! " exclaimed Jones, with 
a shudder, which he partially subdued by an- 
other calker of rum: '^ what's that to Ugh! — 

to being consigned by installments, a leg at a 
time, for example, to a damned carnivorous 
shark's belly! " 

" You've been guessing, Lieutenant Sutcliflfe, 
how it was your signals were given away, and the 
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Mermaidf^s crew half butchered — I want it off my 
mind— so ril blab!" 

" This was how it was, gentlemen : leastways 
how it began, and went on from damned bad to a 
cussed sight worse. I shipped, as you know, on 
board that infarnal Dmi Pedro — she'll be con- 
demned to-day; the mixed-up commission is on 
to her this very minute, that's one comfort; and 
the Dmi Juan brigantine will go down with her. 
Amen ! 

"Well, it was a downright do, as you shall 
hear. The schooner bein' under weigh, I slips 
down the forecastle hatchway to stow away my 
traps and put things ship-shape. I was a'most 
done when a feller's long legs, followed by the 
varmint's body, with his back toward me, comes 
down the hatchway. 

" * I say,' says I, without lookin' up, ' get out of 
the light there, will ye? You son of a sea-cork! ' 

^^ ' Who are you a-tellin' to get out of the light, 
you British nigger, you? ' says a voice that went 
through me like a flash of lightnin'. 

" I turns round, and was brought up all stand- 
in'; for, hang me, if there wasn't HoUins, the 
Yankee captain of the Campeador, right afore me, 
grinnin' like the devil when he has made an un- 
common fine haul, as I once seed in a picture. 

"'Hallo!' says I, as bold as I could, which 
wasn't very owdacious; ' hallo! is that you. Cap- 
tain?' 

" ' Hallo! ' snarls he, * that is you I calkelate, 
you treacherous sarpent; we've a got you safe, 
and by the etarnal, we'll clear scores before we've 
done. I say,' says he, squattin' down upon a lock- 
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er, lightin' a cigar, and laughin' like a hyena; ' I 
say, what's the dodge this time? Yellow hand- 
kerchief, eh ? or a bright red one — rubbin' the left 
or right whisker? and if I may make so bold as 
to ask, which particular backstay are you to hold 
on by? That blubber-brained skipper of the 
cussed Mermaid let all that out for your particu- 
lar benefit over his grog at a dinner up at the 
governor's. You may well looked skeared; I 
should myself if I was in such an awful fix.' 

" Well, I was skeared, you may depend, and 
couldn't just then have spoken a word for the life 
of me, my tongue and throat felt so dry and 
parched. 

" So at last he says, ^ There's just one way to 
escape walkin' the plank; and, that you may 
see exactly how the case stands, I'll post you up 
in the matter right off. El Cid, with her cargo 
of more than four hundred likely niggers, was 
worth at least two hundred thousand dollars, 
one-twentieth being my property — when I think 
of it, I could chaw you up slick away, you thun- 
derin' varmint, I could. Well, this is it. There's 
a handsome lot of niggers collected on the coast, 
and we've a-fitted out three vessels, the Don 
Pedro, this one, the Don Juan, a brigantine, and 
the Don Carlos, ditto.' 

" ^ What's that to me. Captain? ' asked I, try- 
ing to seem careless, though my heart was beat- 
ing like a shark's tail. Oh, Lord! don't let me 
think of sharks! and Jones poured down a little 

more rum; then, smacking his lips, he resumed 
his story. 
" * Here, now's the fix,' went on Hollins. * That 
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diabolical Mermaid will snap one of us up to a 
certainty, perhaps all three; so obsarve that if 
you don't signal her in such a way as that she'll 
send her boats up the Congo, leaving the cussed 
brig herself at anchor with but a few hands in 
her, you'll be rubbed out as sartinly as that you 
now live.' 

" * I can't,' says I, ^ do such a thing if I wished. 
There haven't been no signals agreed upon! ' 

" * That's a lie,' says he. ' Do you consent or 
no?' 

" ^ No,' says I, bold as brass ; * I don't — nor 
won't.' 

" Says he, * Then we'll see; ' and away he 
springs up the hatchway. 

" This was why I came it so strong in ref usin' : 
I was sure that Captain Herrera would not per- 
mit me to be made walk the plank, or murdered 
otherwise; and I therefore, when I recovered 
from the first shock like, put the threat down as 
mere Yankee bounce. 

" But it wasn't! When I think of it, I must 
have a swig — ^just a drop. Doctor." And before 
the surgeon could answer him, he had the bottle 
at his lips. 

" So, as I was sayin', that Yankee grog-blos- 
somed thief (his phisog was liker to a puddin' 
made of red currant and yelk of egg paste 
crinkled by the cloth and dredged with flour, 
than anything else I can think on) sung out after 

a bit that I was to come on deck. 

" Of course I did so ! That d d grinnin' 

Yankee had it all his own way with two big 
Spanish niggers hustling me up the hatchway. 
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" < We'll keel-haul* the treacherous varmint/ 
says Hollins; and lookin' up, I seed sure enough 
that the cursed thing was to be done. Lines 
rove through blocks had been bent on to each end 
of the fore main-yard ; to lower a feller over with, 
and pull him up on the other side. 

" ^ Keel-hauled be d d,' says I ; * you can't 

be such murderin' villains; why about here is 
swarmin' with sharks. I seed one a follerin' of 
us ever since we left Port of Spain roads.' 

" * He's waitin' for you, he is,' laughs Hollins, 
^ and he shan't be disappointed.' 

" ^ I must see the captain,' says I, * and was 
goin' ahead like blazes, when, at a sign from 
the Yankee, a swab, dipped in a bucket of tar 
and grease, was dabbled in my mouth, which, 
in course, put a stopper upon my jawin' tackle. 
Whilst I was tryin' to sputter it out I was neatly 
tripped up; a four-pounder was fastened to my 
legs; and before you could say Jack Bobinson — 
leastways, before / could, bein' half choked with 
the slush, I was securely roped and flung over the 
side. 

" Down I went; and be cussed if I didn't think 
I was goin' down for everlastin' ; but at last, when 
I was about half drownded, there was a check 
upon the payin' out, and I was pulled under keel 
to the other side, and hauled up on deck. 

" ^ Well,' says that infarnal Yankee, ^ how now 
about the signals? ' 

" ^ D n you and the signals,' says I, as plain 

as I could get it out; ^ I must and will see the 
captain ' 

* To haul a man under the vcssers bottom by ropes at the jrardarmi "on each 
side. 
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" Over I went again — ^this time with my eyes 
open — which as every lubber knows, you can't 
shut again when you are once soused in the sea. 

" Thunder and the devil, wasn't I skeared ! I 
was just a passin' again under the keel, when 
what should I see but that same horrible shark, 
— leastways, I supposed it was the same, that had 
followed us from Trinidad. He was about three 
boat-hooks' lengths from me, and deeper down, 
and didn't seem to see me, but was smellin' about 
like, as if he sniffed a good dinner, but didn't 
know exactly where the cloth was bein' laid. As 
sure as my name is Dick Jones, I broke out, cold 
as the water was down there, into the violentest 
sweat as ever I knowed — worse, much worse, 
than from Yellow Jack about four years ago. 
They pulled fastish of course, for fear I should 
be drownded outright, and the signals with me; 
but by the heaven above, and the earth beneath, 
and the water under the earth, if I didn't think 
they was a year a doin' it. 

" At last I came up into bright water — and was 
just near the surface, when the shark caught 
sight of me; and didn't he woraciously dart after 
his dinner! For God's sake, Doctor, more 
liquor! " and before the surgeon or I could inter- 
pose, Jones had half a pint more rum down him. 

" Whenever I think about that shark, I've got 
to get to liquor," cuckled Jones. " He was up 
with me just as I was pulled out; and, only that 
the devil had to turn on his back to get a bite at 
my legs, one must have been snapped off to a cer- 
tainty. However, he just missed me; and, nearly 
dead as I was with fright and drownding, I heard 
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the snap of his disappointed jaws, and shall never 
forget it. Ugh! Fill the pannikin, Lieutenant: 
the very thought of it makes me sick! 

" When I came to, the captain was on deck, 
and, having seen what a narrow escape I had — 
the shark keepin' dashin' about as if he had been 
shamefully choused out of a prime treat — he or- 
dered that there should be no more keel-haul- 
ing. 

" Next day I had pretty well got over the fright, 
and the half, and more than half, — ^three parts 
dro wndin' : the Yankee again asks me if I meant 
to manage the Mennaid for them. 

" ^ See you in blazes fust,' says I, fancyin' that, 
as he wouldn't have me keel-hauled again, I 
might pitch him and his threats to the devil. 

"^Oh! Oh!' cries he; Hhem tarnation tan- 
trums ain't washed out yet. Wal,' laughs he, 
lookin' over the taflfrail and pointin' to the shark, 
which kept steadily in our wake, ^ that ere feller 
will make a meal of your cussed carcass yet, I 
calkelate.' 

" So sayin^ he went below, and I suppose had 
a confab with Captain Herrera. 

" Up he comes, bright and smilin^ gives orders, 
and in a brace of shakes a spar was run out 
astern with a block on the end, and a rope rove 
through it. 

" * What the h — 's up now? ^ — excuse bad lan- 
guage, gentlemen; it's aggravatin' to think of — 

^ what the h 's up now? ' says I to myself; but, 

before I could answer the question, I was seized 
up, shoved along the spar, and dropped down to 
within a few inches of the shark's reaching dis- 
tance. 



i 
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" Lord, didn't he try all he knowed and more 
too, to get a grib at me, I hollaring all 'the time 
to pull me up, and I'd do whatever was wanted. 

" ^ What's the signals? ' says Hollins, leanin' 
over the taflf rail ; ' you must tell us all about 'em 
whilst you are sweetly swingin' in that there 
cradle — ^you must; you cussed British spy! ' 

" And so I did ; and took a solemn oath to serve 
'em faithfully. 

" ^ If you don't,' »eys Hollins, * you goes down 
that 'ere fellow's throat, as sartin as snakes.' 

" Yes; and then, blast their no-nation eye-balls, 
if they didn't 'tice the shark to keep on with us by 
tossin' him bits of pork from time to time, I'm a 
Dutchman. Now I put it to you. Lieutenant Sut- 
cliflfe, if that open sepulcher of a shark always a- 
waitin' to grab one wasn't a walid excuse for a 
feller to sell the Mermaid — cause I knowed if the 
devilish fish — he was twenty feet long — got an- 
other grab at me I was gone. His last snap had 
taken the heel of my shoe off. Oh, my Lord! 
when I think of it, there ain't nothin' living as 
can keep me from rum ! ' and plucking the bottle 
from the surgeon, who was holding it in his hand, 
Jones drank to the dregs, and then cried : " God 
forgive me; but this is the only thing that keeps 
me from going crazy. For when that shark gets 
flopping around the floor at night, and snapping 
for me as I lay in bed, I curse that Yankee lubber 
who gave me the fright that makes me see man- 
eaters a-flying about the air as well as a-flipping 
their fins in the water." 

Then with an awful shudder, he screamed: 
^^Bnm! More rum!" and before we could pre- 
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vent him, he ran out of the room screaming and 
shrieking down the little path that leads to the 
cove where the mangoes grow. But up this path 
were coming four niggers carrying on a stretcher 
a man delirious with the coast fever. He had 
wild staring eye-balls, and that peculiar sallow 
tinge that says : " Booked for Davy Jones's 
locker." 

Dashing recklessly down the path, Jones over- 
turned the litter. From it, the sick man sprang 
up; gave a frighted cry, and muttered: " Ha, ha! 
ho, ho! My shark's bate! " 

And the other, with delirious voice, yelled: 
" Hollins, who bated me for the shark's break- 
fast!'' 

So the delirium of the fever confronted the de- 
lirium of rum, and the delirium of rum won. 

For with a maniac laugh, Jones cried : " I am 
now the shark. Oho, ha ha, and I have teeth! " 

With this, the maniac of liquor sprang upon 
the maniac of fever, and snapped his teeth into 
him, and tore him with his hands, as the two 
rolled over on the ground fighting together. 

Walking to the balcony of the Sierra Leone 
hospital, and looking over the hot mist that was 
rising from the Gold Coast Ocean, I communed 
to myself: " Now I know why Jones betrayed the 
Mermaid," 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

PERKINS, THE PIRATE. 

That nicely adjusted thrust between the dia- 
phragm and lungs, though it failed to finish me, 
put a stopper for a long time upon the career of 
active service which, to adventurous spirits at 
the bright age when Youth and Hope riot in the 
veins, and sing, shout along the road of lusty life, 
was to me the breath, the soul of life. Other- 
wise, and more sensibly expressed, I was in- 
valided, pro tem.y by sanction of medical certifi- 
cate, and found myself domesticated in Jamaica 
under my father's roof for over two years — a 
weary time for both of us. The climate had told 
upon even his wiry frame, and he finally deter- 
mined upon returning to Cornwall. His bones 
should, he said, molder where he got them; his 
last long home be 'neath the stone sacred to the 
memory of his wife and mother. My grand- 
father's was a sea-sepulcher, off the North Fore- 
land, which, in that instance, did not give up its 
dead. 

Other trials in addition to failing health had 
come upon my father. Times were bad in Ja- 
maica, and he had even more than his share of 
commercial calamity. Emancipation of the ne- 
groes, notwithstanding the twenty millions ster- 
ling paid for their freedom, was ruining the pro- 
prietors, without either materially or morally 
benefiting the liberated slaves. 

Fire could not burn it out of me that the Af- 
rican, as a rule, and a well-nigh entirely preva- 
lent rule too, is, intellectually, an inferior being 
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to the white man. He has no forethought; no 
care for the morrow; and the sad verity is in- 
contestable, that but for the Coolie immigration, 
which has now been for some years vigorously 
worked, the greater portion of the West Indian 
plantations would have relapsed to a state of 
jungle, dotted here and there with patches of 
vegetation barely sufficient to sustain the negro 
populations in feeble, lazy life. 

Demerara is an exception, from an entirely ex- 
ceptional cause, which in these pages I have no 
inclination to discuss. At all events, the sugar 
and coffee crops upon the estate managed by my 
father failed lamentably during several succes- 
sive years; one consequence of which was an 
angry disagreement with the proprietor. Cap- 
tain Penshurst, who might have acted as peace- 
maker, had left Jamaica, and settled for some 
years, if not for life, in Cuba. 

Mr. and Mrs. Tollemache had died, both some- 
what suddenly, and change of scene and climate 
was deemed essential to sustain the health of 
Mrs. Penshurst, whom the loss of her parents 
had greatly depressed. One child had also been 
carried off by yellow fever, and she was haunted 
by the apprehension of losing Virginie, her only 
remaining child. 

Notwithstanding the comparative proximity 
of the islands, the climate of Cuba differs greatly 
from that of Jamaica, and the Spanish Island is 
accounted to be by far the most salubrious. Cap- 
tain Penshurst would, I understood, have pre- 
ferred to have at once sailed for, and settled per- 
manently in, England; but his wife's nervous ter- 
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rors were excited to alarming )3xix^%ftn by. the 
proposition of a long sea-voyag^.a<^d hde bark 
Calypso had perished in mid-ocean bj^flre not 
long previously; a catastrophe accompanied, as 
may be remembered, by peculiarly distressing in- 
cidents, of which the papers were then full.) 
Captain Penshurst had consequently determined 
to pitch his tent, for a season, in Cuba; Mr. and 
Mrs. Julius Caesar accompanied them. 

Under these circumstances, my father threw 
up the agency; we engaged temporary lodgings 
in Kingston, and he made arrangements for pro- 
ceeding to England by the next mail-packet save 
one. The savings of his life, and only provision 
for the latter years, when the windows are dark- 
ened, and the grasshopper is a burden, amounted 
to about twelve hundred pounds — a rather sorry 
result of near sixty years of intelligent industry. 
Still, by sinking the capital with a Life Insurance 
Office, he would be able to obtain a sufficient in- 
come for his moderate needs; and, for myself, I 
was sufficiently provided for by my commission. 

Man proposes, God disposes: to which trite 
apophthegm may with almost equal truth be 
added the axiom of experimental philosophy, 
that when sorrows come, they come not single 
spies, but in battalions. My father exchanged 
his money for bills upon London, drawn by a re- 
putedly rich firm in Kingston. Just a week be- 
fore he should have embarked, the principal part- 
ner committed suicide, and my father was in- 
formed by circular that his bills were little, if 
anything, better than waste-paper, the eminent 
Kingston firm having been hopelessly insolvent 
for many years! 



142 THE ADVENTURES OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

The ' "Qjn,. was a terrible one to a man shaken 
as mj'^ r "iifes in body and mind. I have al- 
ways ht:la tMt it clouded his reason for a time. 
His immediate subsequent conduct gave ample 
proof of that. To me, after the first burst of dis- 
may and rage, he rarely alluded to his irrepar- 
able loss; and I observed, with anxious surprise, 
that he was forming companionships with sev- 
eral disreputable fellows that had for years been 
hanging loosely upon the skirts of Kingston tav- 
ern society, of no defined avocation, except that 
of billiard and card sharping. One of them, 
known as Tom Perkins, and the worst of the lot, 
especially cottoned to my father, and I vainly re- 
monstrated against his acquaintance with such a 
scamp. 

Perkins was a sea-faring man, of middle stat- 
ure, stoutly built, and with lots of devil in him. 
Queer, very queer stories were told, or more ex- 
actly hinted, of his exploits in the " Black '' 
trade; exaggerations, it might be, but with ample 
foundation in fact to justify the popular esti- 
mate formed of him — that of an unscrupulous, 
ferocious ruffian. All his daring and devilry had 
not, however, put, or at least had not enabled him 
to keep, money in his purse; and it was very low 
water with him indeed when my father, in an evil 
hour, made his acquaintance. 

That he was weaving some cunning network 
in which to emmesh his new friend, I should 
have felt sure, had I not relied upon the potent 
fact, as I believed it to be, that my father had 
no money to lose at any devil's game that Per- 
kins might be desirous of engaging in. I was 
rnistaken, and undeceived too late. 
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One evening — about a month after the emi- 
nent firm's failure — my father returned home, as 
had of late been his frequent wont, after I was 
in bed. The next morning I noticed, upon meet- 
ing him at breakfast, that he was much, and it 
seemed pleasurably, excited. I inquired the 
cause, and was astonished to hear that the state 
of the bankrupt firm's estate was not so dis- 
astrous as had been supposed, and that a com- 
position of five shillings in the pound had been 
tendered. I was congratulating him that so 
much had been saved out of the fire, when it was 
announced that Captain Perkins was below, and 
desirous of speaking with him. 

The words were hardly out of the servant's 
mouth when he hurried out of the room, and, 
though he had scarcely tasted breakfast, did not 
return. During the three following days I could 
not obtain a moment's speech of him. On the 
fourth, I found a hastily scribbled note upon the 
breakfast-table, briefly apprising me that by the 
time I received it he should have left the Island 
with his friend Captain Perkins and others in the 
cutter Iphigenia, bound upon a distant voyage, 
that would necessarily be of some duration, and, 
he hoped, highly profitable to himself and com- 
panions! 

The announcement fairly stunned me. Em- 
barked with Tom Perkins and his fellow-desper- 
adoes for a distant voyage in an old crazy cutter 
of between sixty and seventy tons burden! It 
seemed incredible, and I hurried off to ascertain 
the truth. Too true, unfortunately. Perkins had 
purchased the rotten old tub with the composi- 
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tion-money received by my father; hurriedly got 
together a crew of some forty or fifty well-armed 
ruffians, cleared for Cuba, and sailed the previ- 
ous evening. 

This was all the positive information I could 
obtQ^in, and it filled me with the gloomiest ap- 
prehension. Into what mad, criminal scheme 
had that villain Perkins inveigled his mind- 
shaken dupe? He had, according to the note, 
been persuaded it would be a profitable one; re- 
place the savings of his life, the sudden loss of 
which had so grievously flawed his sound, com- 
mon-sense intellect. But how profitable? The tiny 
Iphigeniay could not have sailed upon a slaving 
expedition! Supposing she had, and I was as- 
sured she had not, the fittings essential to the 
traffic, the number of negroes her space could 
accommodate would not, however swift and suc- 
cessful a run she might make, pay ordinary 
wages to a crew, so altogether out of proportion 
to a vessel of her burden. 

One only terrible likelihood suggested itself. 
Perkins and his ruffians were, • I could hardly 
doubt, gone upon a piratical expedition — ^the 
plunder of richly freighted traders, no matter of 
what country, a crime much more frequent in 
those days than was generally supposed, though 
legal proof was with difficulty obtained, for the 
terrible reason, that the captured ship and crew 
were rarely afterward heard of! The crew were 
ruthlessly murdered; the name of the ship was 
changed, and otherwise paint-disguised, and then 
was taken to certain distant ports, where, with 
the help of fictitious papers, vessel and cargo 
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were easily disposed of, and it was concluded 
that the ship had foundered at sea. 

Were it not that the gold-freighted ships from 
Australia are swift steamships, powerfully 
manned and armed, such catastrophes, I can not 
doubt, would befall them even in these days. The 
temptation would be irresistible. 

At the time I am now writing of I could recall 
but one instance within my own actual experi- 
ence when the crime was legally brought home 
to its perpetrators, and then by king's evidence, 
as it is called, by some of the pirates themselves. 
I allude to the much talked-of case of the Alba- 
tross, a large specie-laden ship, supposed to have 
gone down with all hands in the South Pacific 
some seven years previously. The vindictive 
confession of Gaspey, second mate of the pirate, 
who had conceived a mortal grudge against her 
captain, James Dowling, then living in apparent 
respectability at Bridgetown, Barbados, deliv- 
ered five of the murderous miscreants — all that 
could be found except the three who gave evi- 
dence for the Crown — into the avenging hands of 
justice. 

I had almost, I may say quite, recovered my 
health and spirits when this crushing misfortune 
'befel me, knocking me over for naany weeks. 
Youth and a vigorous physical organization were 
triumphing again, when doubt, fear, and hope as 
to my father^s fate were alike extinguished. 

The Clio had come into Port Royal, and the 
first lieutenant, Mr. Morley, whose acquaint- 
ance I had made at Sierra Leone, called imme- 
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diately upon me. He was the considerate bearer 
of mournful, and yet, as I recognized before many 
days had passed, not, under the circumstances, 
altogether unhappy tidings. My father was on 
board the Clio, and would be brought on shore 
without delay. 

He had been rescued, under strange circum- 
stances, from a bark of large tonnage, carry- 
ing the striped red and yellow (blood and gold) 
flag of Spain, and no doubt, in the lieutenant's 
opinion, a slaver. The CUo\^ boats had neared 
her to less than a quarter of a mile, and a bloody, 
but of course not doubtful, conflict was immi- 
nent, when, as I have before remarked frequently 
happens, a breeze sprung up, and the prize es- 
caped the Clio^s clutch. As the bark heeled 
over to the wind — her crew cheering defiantly — 
a man sprang with a loud cry overboard, and 
swam, though feebly, toward the boats. 

The cheering on board the bark instantly 
ceased; there was hurrying to and fro on the 
deck, and musket after musket was discharged 
at the man struggling in the water, happily 
without effect. The leading boat's crew pulled 
with all their might, shouting encouragingly to 
the weak and soon well-nigh spent swimmer. 
The bark being compelled to crowd all sail 
in order to escape capture, the musket-balls soon 
fell short of the man, who was picked up in a 
state of extreme exhaustion, and conveyed on 
board the Clio, 

" We discovered," added the sympathizing of- 
ficer, — " we discovered, by a letter and some frag- 
mentary memoranda found upon him, that he was 
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Mr. Sutclifife, of Jamaica; and I need hardly say 
that my interest in the sufferer was not dimin- 
ished by finding he was your father/' 

" Could he not himself inform you who he 
was? '' 

" Why, no; his mind appears to be shattered, 
I hope but temporarily. Strange images of hor- 
ror — of bloodshed — ^massacre, flit incessantly 
through his brain, and find shuddering expres- 
sion in broken, incoherent murmurs. Still, rest, 
quiet, his son's familiar face and voice may, the 
surgeon says, work miracles. It is, however, 
right that I should not conceal from you that 
he is very, very ill— weak^ shattered in both mind 

and body.'' 

• ••••• 

Weak, shattered, indeed ! He knew me never- 
theless. The pressure of his cold, clammy hands 
grasping mine was convulsive in its strength; 
the yearning look of his troubled eyes, piteous, 
heart-breaking in its expression of solicitous 
affection, anguish, self-upbraiding. There was 
no hope for him — no hope, I mean, of prolonged 
life. I felt that the moment I saw him. But a 
few hours or days would have fled into the past 
eternity, ere that still brokenly murmured dream 
of laying his bones in the old Cornish grave- 
yard would have ceased to confusedly inspire the 
idle babblings of his brain. God! — would he 
pass away without his son knowing — certainly 
knowing, by whom and how it was that mental, 
physical wreck had been wrought! 

The prediction of the physician who attended 
him was verified. A few hours before his death. 
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the mists exhaled from decaying humanity 
cleared away, and I knew all he had suffered, 
undergone — how he had been deceived, be- 
trayed, and outraged; hy whom he had been de- 
ceived, betrayed, and outraged. It warmed the 
sickness of my heart, even in that solemn, re- 
buking hour; and though the white, quivering 
lips in faint murmurs warned me that vengeance 
was the prerogative of God alone, I say the con- 
viction — for conviction it was — ^that the time 
would come, and shortly too, when I should grip 
the throat of the pirate and assassin, Perkins, 
flushed my veins as with electric heat — played, 
danced with a fierce joy about my heart! 

The scope of Perkins' daring scheme had a 
wider range than I had imagined. My unfor- 
tunate father he lured to ruin and death by pro- 
posing to make direct for the African coast, and 
as the tiny burden and evident character of the 
Iphigenia would preclude suspicion, it would be 
the easiest thing in the world to surprise and 
pounce upon a well-filled slaver, and take her to 
Cuba or the Brazils, as her nationality might 
determine, having first put her crew ashore at 
some intermediate place. There would be few 
questions asked, and one good prize would more 
than treble my father's losses. 

Now, although such an act was no question pir- 
acy in the eye of the law, royal cruisers alone 
having the right to capture slave-ships, it did not 
involve a high degree of moral turpitude accord- 
ing to the notions of society in those latitudes, 
and was so glossed over by Perkins that, viewed 
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in the darkened light of my father's shaken in- 
tellect, it lost all aspect of wrong-doing. Per- 
kins cunningly insisted, while boldly maintain- 
ing the perfect moral right of a privateer to fol- 
low the example of the King's officers, that / 
should on no account be informed of the pro- 
ject. 

The enterprise was, he admitted, forbidden by 
the strict regulations of the service, and I might 
have deemed it my duty to frustrate it: a risk 
not to be hazarded. The cautious scoundrel con- 
trived moreover that his dupe and victim should 
not go on board the Iphigenia till the anchor was 
a-trip, lest the sight of the crew should induce 
him to recede at the last moment. He would, 
indeed, have left him behind, but for the fear 
that he might disclose the project to the authori- 
ties, and thereby cause a cruiser to be started in 
pursuit. 

The film quickly fell from my unhappy rela- 
tive's eyes, and he beheld with shuddering horror 
into what desperate, bloody companionship he 
had fallen. Perkins himself threw ofif all dis- 
guise, and went straight to his purpose without 
scruple or remorse. A heavy gale was encoun- 
tered when they had reached to within some hun- 
dred miles of the Island of Saint Matthew, which 
narrowly missed foundering the crazy Iphigenia, 
and, when passed away, left her in such an un- 
manageable, leaky state, that it would be impos- 
sible to keep her many hours afloat, even should 
there be a continuance of moderate weather. 

Imagine what a howling, cursing pandemo- 
nium the Iphigenia must have been when her 
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crew of unmitigated rascals found themselveg 
face to face with apparently inevitable death! 
Her boats, old and rotten as the creaking craft 
herself, had been nearly broken up by the tre- 
mendous sea which swept the deck during the 
gale: escape by them from the slowly but surely 
sinking cutter was consequently impossible; and, 
as usual in such cases, the men left the pumps, 
and were hurrying below to get at the spirit 
kegs that they might at least die drunk, when 
Perkins's stentorian voice proclaimed that a sail 
had hove in sight. 

The long-despaired-of announcement restored 
his control over the men, who at once returned 
to the pumps, in order to keep the vessel afloat 
till succor reached them. The stranger to wind- 
ward, a fine Dutch merchant brig, though deep- 
ly laden, at last neared the almost submerged 
cutter just before nightfall, hove in stays at a 
few cable-lengths off, and sent her boats to take 
off the men. As the boats were being lowered, 
Perkins, who had been keenly examining the 
brig, hurriedly called his men together, and gave 
rapid directions which my father could not catch, 
but which he noticed were received with a grim, 
ferocious exultation. They all then dived be- 
low, presently re-appearing with pistols in their 
belts, which Perkins with a fierce oath ordered 
them to conceal beneath their buttoned-up jack- 
ets. 

This was done; the boats came alongside, and 
all embarked in them. I hardly dare write what 
almost immediately followed. Enough that the 
unarmed, unsuspecting crew of the brig, four- 
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teen or fifteeii in number, were suddenly -set 
upon and deliberately shot down — massacred by 
the miscreants they had themselves saved from 
death. 

My father was so overwhelmed, horror-strick- 
en by the hellish butchery, that he for a time 
wholly lost his reason, or at all events all control 
over himself; furiously denounced Perkins and 
all his brother- villains, and madly swore to bring 
them all to the gallows. A brutal blow on the 
head with the butt-end of Perkins's pistol felled 
him upon deck, as a pole-ax fells a bullock; and 
he remembered nothing more for many weeks — 
how many he had no means of judging. That 
blow it was, or more correctly the loss of blood 
occasioned by it, which caused my father's death. 

The story of the massacre just related was so 
frightful that I wished to persuade myself that 
the blinding, stunning excitement of the dread- 
ful tragedy might have caused my father to un- 
consciously exaggerate its horrors. Surely some 
of the brig's crew had been spared, — had ac- 
cepted service with the pirates, as sometimes 
happened, in ransom of their lives? Nothing of 
the kind. There was not the slightest exaggera- 
tion, as subsequent and overwhelming proof fully 
established. Perkins was thorough in his horrid 
work. The dead, he must have argued, could not 
be his accusers. He and his associates recked not 
of, as with their blood-blinded eyes they could 
not see, the pursuing Nemesis who would ere 
long stamp with her avenging hand the catas- 
trophe of their atrocious lives! I was her se- 
lected instrument. Thank heaven for that ! 
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The reader may ask, as I asked myself tveenty 
times without reeeiviug a satisfactory answer, 
how it happened that my father was not killed 
outright. He himself had no distinct idea why 
his life was temporarily spared; but I conjectured 
from certain circumstances, confusedly remem- 
bered by him, that several of the crew would not 
consent to his being murdered, for no other 
cause, probably, than that he was their fellow- 
countryman. Perkins would, naturally, in that 
case defer his death till it could be more conveni- 
ently and quietly effected. 

The captured brig was laden with palm-oil, 
ivory, and a small quantity of gold dust. How 
the cargo was disposed of, my father knew not. 
He had an indistinct impression that the brig 
brought up in a harbor, and that the merchandise 
was carried on shore by boats. A long while 
after that, by his bewildered reckoning, he was 
awakened from questionable slumber by the 
sound of tumultuous fighting, the rattle of mus- 
ketry, the shouts and curses of struggling com- 
batants, upon hearing which he again fell asleep 
or fainted, he knew not which. When again con- 
scious, and to a certain extent convalescent, he 
found upon going on deck that he was in a three- 
masted ship, manned, however, by the old crew. 

There were many slaves on board, but, the ship 
not being anything like full, Perkins, cleverly 
availing himself, as my father supposed, I had no 
doubt correctly, of the Spanish captain's papers, 
hove to off several points of the coast, and soon 
completed his human cargo. The ship was steer- 
ing for Rio Janeiro, when she suddenly found 
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herself in perilous proximity to the Clio, and my 
father, nerved by desperation and the chance of 
escape from captivity, certain though delayed 
death, leaped over the side, and was picked up 
as before related. Other and minute particulars, 
of which I took heedful note, that would help 
me to recognize the San Fernando, should I be 
fortunate enough to glimpse her, need not be here 
set down. The event will show how useful they 
were to me. 

Dead! — buried! — laid in his foreign grave! The 
only legacy he could bequeath his son that of 
vengeance! Looking back now, as I write, 
through the long, fading vista of youth and man- 
hood, I, in this sere of age, and deeply impressed 
with the responsibilities attaching to the Divine 
gift of life, dare not justify, scarcely attempt to 
excuse, the fierce exultation beating at my heart, 
— so fiercely that, if I heard, I did not mark the 
minister's words of faith and hope — ^that that 
rich legacy was indisputably my right, and that 
it would be fully realized. I merely record a 
fact. 

The officers of the Clio, I was irritated to find, 
did not attach the slightest credence to my 
father's relation of the massacre of the brig's 
crew. They held it to be a horrid phantasy — the 
coinage of delirium, insanity. His Excellency 
the Governor inclined to the same opinion. Their 
theory was, that Perkins had boarded and car- 
ried a slaver, and that the loss of life consequent 
upon such a struggle had awakened the for a time 
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hushed conscience of my father to a sense of the 
guiltiness of the enterprise in which he had en- 
gaged. 

Thence angry criminations would arise be- 
tween him and such a hardened ruffian as Per- 
kins, resulting in open quarrel and the death- 
wound received by my father. That Peregrine 
SutcliflEe's life had been spared was incontestable 
proof to them that the tragedy he imagined him- 
self to have been the witness of was mere illusion. 
Likely, indeed, that fellows who had slaughtered 
in cold blood the men that had rescued them- 
selves from death would be deterred by any sen- 
timental consideration from getting rid forth- 
with of a dangerous witness of their crime! 

Plausible all that but, I felt, utterly false; and 
fortunately the admiral upon the West India 
station, who came into Port Royal in the Dryad 
frigate about a month after my father's death, 
participated my conviction. Such a miscreant 
as Perkins could not, he agreed, be too promptly 
hunted down; and my natural zeal to join in such 
a chase gave me the right to lead it. For the 
moment, unfortunately, there was no cruiser that 
had a vacancy to which he could appoint me. 

Nearly two months passed by, and I was still 
knocking listlessly about on shore, when For- 
tune friended me. The clipper corvette Tritoriy 
not very long since for England, came into Port 
Royal. She had lost her first lieutenant by a 
boat accident; and her captain's health was so 
shattered as to render it imperative that he 
should temporarily resign his command. The 
' upshot was that Lieutenant Sutcliflfe was ap- 
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pointed her commander (acting), and that five 
days afterward, in a splendid morning in May, 
the Triton weighed with a stiff favoring breeze, 
which soon carried us beyond sight of Jamaica's 
blue hills. 

The Triton mounted fourteen guns, eighteen 
pounders — a pretty armament; had a fine crew 
of one hundred and twenty men; and was, more- 
over, a fairly swift vessel. I could hardly have 
been better suited. 

Between two and three months passed away, 
during which we made one small capture (a Por- 
tuguese brig, fitted for the reception of slaves); 
but of Perkins or the San Fernando no tidings 
whatever could be obtained. A ship of large 
tonnage, said to be the Don Sebastian^ manned by 
an English crew, and actually engaged in the 
" trade,'' we frequently heard of. The captain^ I 
heard, was called Don Sebastian, a sobriquet, of 
course, in accordance with a very common prac- 
tice. I should have at once concluded that the 
Don Sebastian was the San Fernando^ but that 
it was affirmed, she was a ship, not a bark. 
A ship, I should observe, has all three masts 
square-rigged; the mizzen of a bark is rigged 
schooner-fashion. 

Still, the dodge of altering the vessel's rig, as 
well as changing her name, was not an unusual 
one; and I determined to keep a sharp lookout 
for Don Sebastian. My patience was not very 
sorely tried. The skipper of an American ves- 
sel, bound for Liberia, with which I chanced to 
fall in, informed me that he had spoken the Don 
Sebastian about eight hours previously. The 
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captain had boarded the American vessel, and 
made anxious inquiries respecting the w^ here- 
abouts of the British cruisers, and especially of 
the Triton. She was steering south, the Ameri- 
can skipper added; and from her height out of 
the water could have little or no cargo. 

The circumstance of so-called Don Sebastian's 
anxiety to avoid the Triton (he had, no doubt, 
heard by whom she was commanded), coupled 
with the description of his person given me by 
the American, convinced me that the ship-slaver 
Avas the transmogrified bark, San Fernando; 
her captain, Perkins. All the sail she could 
show was immediately clapped upon the cor- 
vette, and away she sped in swift pursuit. 

We sighted her at daylight the next day: her 
peculiar build, the pitch of her bowsprit, the cut 
of her sails, minutely described to me by my 
father, left no doubt whatever upon my mind as 
to who she was; and I urged the chase by every 
possible expedient to obtain speed. I was al- 
most mad with excitement; for, though it was 
soon evident that we gained upon the chase, our 
advantage was not so great as to give hope of 
coming up with her before night fell ; and during 
the darkness, which the state of the weather 
and absence of moon would no doubt render in- 
tense, she might easily give us the slip. 

An accident favored us: it was blowing stiffly, 
and her main topmast gave way, beneath the 
spread of sail she carried, in her efforts to shake 
oflp the Triton. This occurred at about six p.m., 
when we were off Cape Lopez, and about three 
leagues distance from the Don Sebastian^ of whose 
capture there was no longer any doubt. 
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Another vessel, a light schooner, showing 
American colors, steering in the same direction, 
was passed by the Don Sebastian, and gome com- 
munication by signals was seen to pass between 
them. The schooner was, I doubted not, a slaver 
also, possibly a consort of the Don's; and as soon 
as we came up with her the Triton's launch was 
lowered, manned, and ordered to board and as- 
certain her character. By that time we were 
within half a league of the chase, and Perkins, 
finding escape otherwise impossible, resorted to a 
characteristically diabolical device. 

The helm of the Don Sebastian was put sharply 
up (we were running before the wind), and she 
was steered stem on to the shore, then distant 
about two miles. The boats were then lowered; 
the crew hurried into them, cast ofif, and pulled 
lustily for the shore, preferring to take their 
chance with African savages than fall into our 
hands. No one being left at the helm, the ship 
broached to, and a minute or so afterward fifty 
or sixty negroes rushed shouting and yelling 
from below upon the deck. 

No wonder they should shout and yell; the ship 
was rapidly sinking. The crew had scuttled her, 
calculating, and justly, that the Triton's boats — 
the sea there shoaling so rapidly that the cor- 
vette herself dared not approach much nearer to 
the shore — ^that the Triton's boats, instead of pur- 
suing them, would be for a sufficient time fully 
occupied in saving the negroes' lives. Another 
motive, no doubt, was to prevent so fine a vessel 
from becoming the British cruiser's prize. 

Of course, the wretched Africans could not be 
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permitted to perish before our eyes; and by the 
time they had been brought off pursuit of the 
pirates was hopeless; they had reached the shore, 
and night, dark as the inside of a tar-barrel, had 
fallen. 

I would not, however, leave the place. The 
wind was going down, there was excellent hold- 
ing ground, and the Triton anchored at about a 
mile and a-half from the shore. It might be pos- 
sible to organize, the next day, a land-chase of 
the scoundrels. 

The launch had boarded the schooner, and 
found her to be an American slaver; she had 
about thirty negroes on board, but as there was, 
the officer reported, no doubt of her nationality, 
we were powerless in the matter. 

I continued to pace the quarter-deck for many 
hours in a state of feverish excitement and vexa- 
tion. To have been so near complete success, 
and have missed it, was exasperating beyond ex- 
pression. Whilst I was thus savagely cogitat- 
ing, my eye, glancing seaward, caught a glance, 
dark as it was, of the American schooner's white 
sails. She was about a league away, and was 
apparently lying to. Why was she there? The 
signals I had observed pass between her and the 
Don Sebastian instantly recurred to my mind; and 
it flashed upon me that the schooner might be 
waiting there to receive Perkins and his crew 
on board. 

I called the first lieutenant and imparted my 
suspicions, in which he concurred, but, gazing 
eagerly leeward with our night-glasses in the di- 
rection which I indicated, we could see nothing 



PERKINS, THE PIRATE. 169 

of the schooner. The gleam of her sails could not 
penetrate the thick darkness which had been 
slightly lightened, a few minutes before, by the 
momentary attenuation of the clouds overhead. I 
was, however, positive that I had not been mis- 
taken, and that I could have sent a roUnd shot 
not very wide or short of her. That was not 
our game, which required both caution and 
promptitude to successfully play out. 

The situation was an embarrassing one. Tak- 
ing for granted the pre-arranged co-operation of 
the American schooner, the place chosen for 
scuttling the Don Sebastian and taking to the 
boats was skillfully selected. It was a sort of 
horse-shoe shaped inlet, or miniature bay, 
scarcely half a mile wide, formed by two project- 
ing tongues of land, low-lying and barren, run- 
ning nearly parallel with each other on each 
hand, and varying from fifty to one hundred 
yards in width, the narrowest and lowest parts 
being nearest the shore. 

It was quite certain that, dark as it was, Per- 
kins would not attempt to reach the schooner by 
the mouth of the inlet, at about the middle of 
which the Triton was anchored. The dip of the 
oars, muffled though they might be, would have 
betrayed him to the keen, practiced ears of a man- 
of-war's watch. His plan would be to drag the 
boats over one of the sandy necks or tongues of 
land, once outside of which, he could pull for the 
schooner without danger of being seen or heard 
by the Triton. To do so would, of course, take 
time, from the necessity of unloading the boats of 
whatever heavy plunder or provisions he had car- 
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ried off from the scuttled ship. After dragging 
the boats across, he would have to return for the 
said plunder or provisions, as the transit of such 
boats as the Don Sebdstian^s across the land, nar- 
row as it was, would tax the strength of the pi- 
rates to the utmost. 

Those considerations accounted for the delay 
that had taken place. The important question 
was, which of the strips of land had Perkins 
crossed, or was then crossing, supposing our con- 
jecture as to his plan of escape to be well 
founded? A few moments' thought suflSced to 
settle my plan of action. The crew of the Triton 
numbered, as before stated, about one hundred 
and twenty men. Leaving fifty in her — ^the catas- 
trophe of the Mermaid having taught me pru- 
dence in that regard — I could man four boats; 
two of which, under the command of Lieutenant 
Brett, would await the pirates off the end of one 
horn of the inlet — two, with me, off the other. 
We were quickly away; and having pulled, as I 
judged, to within half a mile of the schooner, 
which none of us could, however, see even at that 
distance, we rested on our oars, and awaited the 
upshot. 

A full hour thus passed, the only objects dis- 
cernible through the thick night being the 
Triton^ s lights; the only sound heard the slow 
breathing of the sea, the wind having for some 
time died away to a faint light air. 

I was beginning to fear that my eyes must 
have played me false — that there was no schooner 
there away, and, as a rigorous consequence, no 
boats coming off to join her, when a bright point 
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of floating light became suddenly visible shore- 
ward. 

" A lantern in a boat, Sir," said the coxswain 
of the launch, in a low voice. "And, look. Sir," 
he added, peering in the direction where I had 
said the schooner was lying to — ^' look. Sir; it is 
seen and answered : the Yankee shows two lights : 
I can just make her out dim-like, now." 

The schooner-lanterns were kept burning, and 
the shoreward one came directly toward us, we 
having at once placed ourselves right in the line 
of the answering signal lights. 

No question that we were upon the threshold 
of a desperate encounter. I had but thirty-four 
men with me in the two boats; and I was sure 
that the crew of the Don Sebastian, who filled five 
boats when they abandoned their ships, were 
double the number of her captors, the Iphigenia 
ruffians; We might make up our minds, there- 
fore, to a desperate night encounter with eighty 
or ninety desperadoes, fighting with halters 
round their necks. 

The odds were fearful; and a sharp pang of 
self-reproach shot through me for having, in pas- 
sionate pursuit of vengeance for a private wrong, 
placed the brave fellows intrusted to my guid- 
ance at such a disadvantage. What would I not 
have given to have been able to summon Lieuten- 
ant Brett to our aid? 

In our eagerness and hurry, the means of mu- 
tual communication, should the necessity arise, 
had not been thought of. Webb, the coxswain, 
a first-rate seaman, in whom I had great con- 
fidence, either divined my thoughts, or I must 
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havi» jriveii muttered expression to self-accusing 
regrets, ** All right. Sir," he said, in an undertone 
— " all right, Sir; the firing nill bring up Lieu- 
tenaut Brett in just no time, we may be sure and 
certain* Then we have the advantage of the sur- 
prise. Excuse me. Sir," he added, " but there 
must be no jmrley-vouing — no askin" who the in- 
farnal warments is; we knows they are devilish 
cui-thn^ats; that's enough. A musket-volley 
fn>ia lK>th bi>ats, when least expected, will be 
half the battle, and a trifle over. There'll be 
thrtv to one, and half of >m old salts, that'll fight 
till all's blue, villains as they are; so we mustn't 
thnnv away a chance. If they was Spaniards, 
or Frenchmen, or other soger-sailors," he went on 
to siiy, after a few moments' pause, with the in- 
stinctive contempt of the British seaman for for- 
eigners, — " if they was Spaniards, or Frenchmen, 
or other soger-sailors, it would be another thing; 
we could parley-vou and lick 'em into fits after- 
wards. But that kind of caper won't do for these 
d — d rascals, depend upon it. Sir. Here they 
come: bow well the devils pull; regular man-of- 
war's stroke, and together, like one." 

Webb's was prudent counsel, but I could not 
follow it. There was small likelihood, or rather 
none at all, that the pirates would quietly sur- 
render when hailed and ordered to do so by the 
commander of H.il.S. Triton : but I was bound to 
go through the ceremony. 

The jerk of their oars became with each pass- 
ing moment more distinct, and presently we 
could discern the boats, five in number, coming 
on in single file^ as a soldier would say, in the 
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wake of the one which carried the lantern. 1 was 
surprised they should continue to show the light, 
those of the schooner being quite sufficient to 
guide their course; they imagined, no doubt, that 
all danger was over. 

I had had, as the reader knows, my full share 
in the death-struggles incident in those days to 
slave-trade suppression, but I never felt so im- 
pressed with the awfulness of battle as on this oc- 
casion. The accessories, so to speak, of the com- 
ing struggle — black night, unpierced by power of 
any star, the heave and sough of the sullen sea, 
the dead silence, unbroken by a whisper, in which 
we awaited the combat, strongly excited my 
imagination. I felt, moreover, a sickening appre- 
hension, the odds being so fearfully against us, 
that my father's murderer would escape, in con- 
sequence of my want of foresight, of my having 
neglected to arrange with Lieutenant Brett a 
mode of apprising each other of the pirates' ap- 
proach. 

The moment of action quickly came; brain- 
fancies vanished, and, standing up in the stern- 
sheets of the launch, I challenged the leading 
boat, then scarcely one hundred yards distant. 
Though so near, we had not been seen, and the ef- 
fect was that of a bomb-shell. Every oar was at 
once suspended, and a hubbub of curses and com- 
mands arose among the pirates. It was evident 
they were hurriedly snatching up and preparing 
their arms, and further parleying would have 
been madness. 

" Fire! " Every seaman's finger had been for 
some minutes on the trigger of a musket, and 
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their volleys flew at once with deadly effect. We 
did not wait to re-load; and in about a minute 
were at death-grips with the pirates; the weap- 
ons on both sides, pistols, tomahawks, cutlasses, 
wielded with unsparing fury. Recovered from 
their surprise, and finding that they had but two 
boats to contend with, Perkins and his men 
fought with ferocious energy. The launch, 
which I commanded, was assailed by three boats, 
one on each side, the third athwart her bow. It 
would, quite evidently, be soon all over with us, 
gallantly as the Tritons bore themselves; I was 
wounded, though but slightly; and a third of our 
fellows were knocked over, when Webb, the cox- 
swain, came with an extraordinary weapon to the 
rescue. 

He had received a slash in the face from a cut- 
lass, a favor followed by a blow on his sconce 
from a pistol-butt, which knocked him off his 
pins into the bottom of the launch. Rallying 
from the stunning effect of the blow, and des- 
perately savage, Webb, who was a fellow of her- 
culean strength, seized one of our sixteen-feet 
oars, rose grimly up, and, poising his terrible 
weapon with as much ease as a boy would a wil- 
low-wand, swung it with tremendous force full 
upon the crew of the boat across our bow. The 
effect was terrific; others of our fellows followed 
Webb's example, and victory for a few minutes 
inclined to our side — only for a few minutes. 

The pirates could play at that game as well as 
ourselves, and we were fighting with no other 
Lope than that of selling our lives as dearly as 
possible, when a volley of musketry, the most 
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delightful sound I ever heard in my life, broke 
upon our ears. It came from Brett's boats, 
which were swiftly approaching, and, though still 
too far off for their fire to take actual effect, it 
did the business equally well. The pirates knew 
that their only chance was to reach the schooner, 
which still showed the two signal lights; and 
desperate were the efforts they made to do so: 
and vain as desperate. All the five boats were 
captured; that in which Perkins was found, by 
me in the launch, and all the surviving ruffians 
were soon in safe custody on board the Triton, 
which, at daybreak, sailed for Sierra Leone, 
landed the captured negroes there, and, that 
done, departed without delay with her prisoners 
for Jamaica. 

Perkins and fifteen of his confederates were 
tried and convicted of piracy and murder on the 
high seas. A valuable gold watch found upon 
him led, with other circumstances, to the discov- 
ery that the brig, whose crew he had inhumanly 
murdered, was the Fraulein, of Rotterdam, and 
helped to insure his conviction. Bringing the 
necessary witnesses from Holland caused a long 
delay; but at last Perkins and five of the worst 
of his fellow-convicts were hanged at Kingston. 
The others were sent to the penal settlements 
for life. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

MY MISSION TO CUBA. 

The desperate boat affair just related earned 
for me the hot rebuke of the Admiral on the sta- 
tion, and the permanent disfavor of the naval 
authorities at home. But for it, I might now be a 
Post-Captain. My acting commission of Com- 
mander of the Triton was revoked at once, and 
to my intense astonishment and dismay, I was 
within an ace of being tried by court-martial for 
an exploit which I had deemed to be a hi«jhly 
meritorious one! The destruction of the San 
Fernando and the capture of the pirates were for- 
tunate results, I was told, in themselves, but 
could not excuse the want of judgment I had dis- 
played. " When," said the Admiral, " you had 
reason to suspect that the pirates would seek to 
escape in the American schooner, did you not up 
anchor, and lie to within a short distance of 
her? " I respectfully suggested that to have 
done so would have been to warn the fellows I 
was anxious to lay hold of, not to come within 
capturing distance. This was met with a coun- 
ter-hit which was more diflBicult to parry. " Why, 
then, did you not proceed with the four boats 
to such a distance from the schooner as, while 
not, in so dark a night, being visible from her 
deck, you would have been equally sure to in- 
tercept the pirates, as by the plan you adopted? 

" The lives of more than half the two boats' 
crews engaged," added the Admiral, seeing I was 
somewhat dumb-foundered, " have been sacri- 
ficed by your rashness — recklessness, I should 
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say — we know how prompted; and mere personal 
bravery, a quality common in the British navy 
from the oldest admiral to the youngest middy, 
can not atone for such a fault — I might almost 
say crime! ^' 

A wigging like that from such an Admiral as 
Rowley was a serious matter, and I was leaving 
"the presence" in a very chap-fallen state in- 
deed, with brain a-swim and legs groggy, when 
Sir Charles called me back. 

" The Admiralj^ said he, " has censured you: he 
could not consistently with duty do otherwise; 
but the friend who knows you are made of the 
right stuff, though as yet untempered by pru- 
dence or judgment, invites you to dine with him. 
At 5 o'clock precisely, please to remember. I 
think,'' added the stern but kind-hearted veteran 
— " I think I shall be able to give you a commis- 
sion more suited to your devil-may-care, happy- 
go-lucky temperament than the command of a 
corvette." 

I could not help acknowledging to myself that 
the Admiral's rebuke, though severe, was to some 
extent deserved; and I foresaw that " My Lords " 
at Somerset House would pass a yet harsher judg- 
ment upon my conduct. It proved so as before 
stated. A black mark was placed against my 
name in the Admiralty archives, to the effect that 
Lieutenant Sutcliflfe was a good, dashing subord- 
inate, but rash and unfitted for an important 
command. 

This was repeated to me in so many words, 
some years subsequently, by a Secretary to the 
Admiralty. It was a cruelly-unjust judgment, 
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but not more so than scores of other secret sen- 
tences recorded in the same books of doom, the 
victims of which seldom or never know the why 
or wherefore of their practical exclusion from the 
service. 

Feeling, when I reached my lodgings at Kings- 
ton, as if I was standing on my head — I mean 
that I was mentally turned topsy-turvy, as it 
were, with prophetic apprehension — ^it was some 
time before I could read, understandingly, the 
Jamaica OazettCy which lay on the table, and 
which I had mechanically taken up and looked 
at. My eye passed over the columns, but the 
sense of the words escaped or rather did not 
reach me, till one paragraph — first only two 
words — " Captain Penshurst ^' — recalled and 
fixed my wandering thoughts. This was the 
paragraph : " Captain Penshurst, not long since 
a highly-respected resident in this Island died, 
we regret to hear, on the 6th ult., at Havanah." 

I jumped up and paced the room in uncon- 
trollable excitement. " Captain Penshurst 
dead ! " I repeated again and again, as if, God 
forgive me! I had been suddenly informed that 
some great, supreme prize in the lottery of life 
had fallen to me. Captain Penshurst dead! His 
wife a widow! Heavens! into what a paradise — 
of fools — did those, four, thought^ not uttered 
words, uplife me! A paradise lost^ even in my 
sicklied imagination, almost as soon as gained. 
His wife a widow ! Well, and what concernment 
with that fact had I, a poor naval lieutenant, 
practically dismissed the service? It was true I 
had adored, and did now adore, a bright particu- 
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lar star; but no ray of favor had rewarded, or 
even acknowledged, my devotion. If I was not 
a lunatic, or in a fair way of becoming one, I 
should banish all such stuff from my thoughts 
and go dress for dinner with the Admiral. 

I did so: the dinner passed off as dinners usu- 
ally do, after which I was invited to a private 
conference with Sir Charles. 

" You speak Spanish tolerably, I believe," he 
said, abruptly ; " I mean the sort of Spanish cur- 
rent in Cuba, which, I am told, differs much in 
1 he rural districts especially, from that spoken at 
Madrid. You do. Well, I propose to send you 
there on an important mission in His Majesty^s 
secret service." 

To Cuba! The hot blood rushed to my brain 
again ; and the words, " Captain Penshurst dead ! 
His wife a widow ! " seemed to glitter palpably 
before my dazzled eyes. What an impression- 
able, silly fool I must, in those salad days of mine, 
have been ! Perhaps my lords at Somerset House 
were not far wrong after all. 

" To Cuba— to Havanah? " 

" Not to Havanah solely or chiefly. Your 
mission, should you accept it, will extend to ev- 
ery part of the island. The case is simply this: 
The British people have made — continue to make, 
I need not tell you, immense sacrifices for the pur- 
pose of putting down the slave-trade. They have 
made, and paid lavishly for, stringent treaties 
with Spain in furtherance of that object. But 
we are duped — humbugged by Her Most Catholic 
Majesty. 

" Cuba, which is greater in extent, as you know, 
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than all the other West India Islands put to- 
gether, and now makes twice the quantity of 
sugar they do, is continuously supplied with slave 
labor in scandalous violation of those treaties. 
The Captains-General of the island connive at the 
traffic ; make fortunes by that connivance — all the 
while asserting, and, ilf required, swearing, that 
everything is done that can be done by the Gov- 
ernment to prevent the importation of negroes 
into the island. So cleverly is the thing man- 
aged, that the British Government has never yet 
been able to substantiate a case of connivance 
against the Spanish authorities; and without 
such a case they can not act with effect. It has, 
therefore, been determined to send a man of char- 
acter and intelligence there to obtain positive 
proof of such criminal connivance; and I have 
been directed to select the person who, in my 
judgment, is best fitted by his character, courage, 
intelligence, and knowledge of the language, for 
such a mission. I think you are that man, not- 
withstanding you engaged with two boats and 
thirty men, five boats and nearly one hundred 
men, and those men Englishmen, scoundrels 
though they were. Well, how say you? Do you 
accept my offer? " 

" I am not to go in disguise — to pretend to be 
what I am not? " 

" Certainly not. You will be known in Cuba as 
that which you are, Mr. Thomas Sutcliflfe, an 
English gentleman. Lieutenant, and uniform 
must, however, be put aside for the time. It is 
almost unnecessary for me to add that, in any 
difficulty, you may rely upon the prompt inter- 
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ference and protection of the British Govern- 
ment — that is, of myself, or whatever Admiral 
may succeed me on this station." 

Further explanations and instructions, need- 
less to be repeated here, were gone into; and 
when I left the Admiral I was pledged to start 
for Cuba at the earliest opportunity, and abide 
there as long as in the opinion of Her Majesty's 
Government my services would promote the pub- 
lic weal. 

The vessel in which I sailed brought up off 
llavanah too late for her passengers to land till 
ihe next morning, the health ofllcers having long 
since done business for the day. 

It was not a very grievous punishment to pass 
the summer night, as I did, upon the deck of u 
vessel scarcely moved by the calm breathing of 
the bright phosphorescent sea, from which the 
radiant Queen of the Antilles was seen in hei* 
loveliest aspect. The houses of Havanah run- 
ning down to the ocean, whitely gleaming in the 
luster of the glorious stars of that delicious clime 
— among them the Southern Cross, just above 
the horizon — and sentinelled, as it were, by the 
flaring lighthouse on the Morro Rock, impressed 
a stranger far more favorably than a close day- 
light view of its narrow street, heterogeneous 
architecture, and motley population. 

Delicious strains of music came wafted to us on 
the odorous air, for in Havanah at least a hun- 
dred bands, capital ones too, are continually play- 
ing from about noon of day till beyond noon of 
night. Such a superabundance of sweet sounds 
I, after a few weeks' experience, felt to be rather 
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a nuisance than a delight; but at first the effect, 
at night especially, and when heard from the sea, 
is entrancing. At all events, I was enchanted 
by scenes and sounds which seemed to permeate 
and fill my being with light and harmony. 

Or was it perchance that the waving circlet of 
night lamps, which a Cuban gentleman on board 
informed me marked the outline of the Plaza de 
Armes, close to or within which I knew a certain 
lady dwelt, that, half-unconsciously to my silly 
self . . . May be so: at all events, my first 
impression of Cuba was a highly favorable one, 
and the burthen of grief and care that had so long 
weighed upon my life was for the time uplifted, 
cast away, by the powerful surrounding influ- 
ences. 

The health officer having finished his formal 
inspection by about noon the next day, we were 
permitted to land. A picturesque population is 
that of Havanah: swarthy bush-bearded Creoles, 
warm-tinted senoras with eyes of liquid fiame, 
merry negroes who seemed to be constantly grin- 
ning, for the sole purpose, as it seemed, of dis- 
playing their white teeth. 

The young folk greatly interested me; the 
boys, at once so passionate and timid; the black- 
eyed girls, distinguished by a fragile grace, so to 
speak, inexpressibly charming. By no means an 
intellectual society is that of Cuba; a literary or 
mechanics' institiute would be an anomaly in 
such a place. They know better, do the Cubans, 
than to shut themselves up with prosy, droning 
wisdom, when they could be breathing a fragrant 
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air which renders mere animal life a priceless 
luxury. 

If ay, though a devout people in a certain sense, 
eloquent preachers are an abomination to them. 
The churches are splendid — ^that of Gabriel de la 
Concepcion especially; I think it surpasses the 
cathedral : but it is the exquisite music and sing- 
ing, the incense, flowers, lights, which form their 
attractions; and a sermon, even by the arch- 
bishop, is by unanimous consent voted an unen- 
durable bore. 

What a gay life they lead there! Dancing to 
delicious music beneath the shade of palm-trees 
and mangoes, while the forever accursed de- 
scendants of Cain — ^the indelible mark on their 
brow, by which all men shall know them (United 
States slave-owners' Bible theory) — cultivate and 
prepare the sugar, sole industry of Cuba, which 
sustains and renders possible their entirely sen- 
suous, luxurious lives. 

Upon landing, I had gone direct to La Fonda 
de Espana, a very capital hotel for that place, 
though its cuisine did not suit my British taste. 
In the evening I went out for a stroll, and suc- 
cessfully inquired my way to the Plaza de Armes, 
a large space of ground, and the stateliest man- 
sions in Havanah. A first-rate band was playing 
in the balcony of the Governor's house, in front of 
which was a parterre of tropical flowers of rich- 
est dyes and fragrance, and full in bloom. 

The elite of Cuban society were promenading 
there, or dashing through in volantes, a light nar- 
row carriage of peculiar construction. The scene 
was a most exhilarating one: the earlier stars 
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sparsely fretting the firmament with golden fire, 
never, I should suppose, looked down with their 
ineffable glances upon a people who felt a keener 
zest for the enjoyments of a sensuous existence. 
As evening drew on the gay assemblage de- 
parted, the band ceased playing, disappeared 
within the house, and before nine o'clock the 
quadrangle was almost deserted. I myself was 
too much excited to immediately return to the 
hotel. 

A house at the northern end of the Plaza de 
Armes, by its closely-shut-up solitude — its inner 
gloom indicated by the closely-drawn jalousies — 
chained me to the spot. I had asked who dwelt 
there of several persons, and I was told a Senor 
Inglese; nothing more. I had, however, a doubt 
that the Senor Inglese was Captain Penshurst. 
At last the Ronda, or night-patrol, made their ap- 
pearance, and, in reply to inquiries, the oflftcer 
informed me than an English officer, a Captain in 
the Royal Navy of England, whose name he could 
not well pronounce, had died there. " The wife's 
misfortunes did not end with the death of her 
husband," he added : " his only child, a girl, had 
been stolen from her and carried off, we can not 
discover whither, by a negro or mulatto absurdly 
named Julius Caesar. There are strange stories 
afloat as to the brown or black scoundrel's mo- 
tives, which may be mere guesses or inventions. 
That which is certain is, that the loss of her child 
has well-nigh crazed the widow, who offers two 
thousand dollars for its recovery." 

I thanked my courteous informant, hurried to 
La Fonda de Espana, indulged in a whole bottle 
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of excellent wine, turned in, and dreamt of see- 
ing heaven and clasping angels. 

Why should I so dream? I will tell you. The 
dream was but the confused reproduction of the 
ideas or fancies which had flitted through my 
brain while I was discussinir that bottle of 
capital wine. Mrs. Penshurst, the youthful, en- 
chanting widow Penshurst, had lost her darling 
Virginie, who had been stolen from her, carried 
off, it seemed no one knew why or whitfeer, by 
Julius Caesar. The mother was incolsolable, and 
putting aside dollars — vulgar pecuniaries — 
would be immeasurably grateful — would munifi- 
cently reward whoever should restore the lost one 
to her arms. 

Of course / should. There could be no reason- 
able doubt of that. I was provided with ample 
means and a roving commission by the British 
Government to make a general voyage of dis- 
covery over the whole island, which there was 
no suggestion that Julius Caesar had left; and the 
deuce was in it if, while plucking out the heart 
of the mystery of slave-smuggling, I should not 
be able to ferret out and drop upon Julius Caesar 
and the child. (How on earth was it that that 
simple-hearted fellow had gone to the bad so sud- 
denly?) Unquestionably I should drop upon him 
and the child; and who could doubt that in re- 
quital of that service the divine Virginie would 

But here my moon-calf dream reached a 

pitch of sublimation impossible to render in 
words. 

Well, young fellows in love, especially, I have 
noticed; when in love with widows a few years 
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older than themselves, are supreme ninnies; but, 
for all that — ^the profound remark I am about to 
enunciate is scarcely so novel as it is true — for all 
that, I repeat, the silliest illusions of le bel age 
are worth a thousand-fold more than the solidest 
realities of the winter of life — while they last! 

The particular illusion of mine under consid- 
eration did not last long. I awoke with a split- 
ting headache and a parched throat. When fully 
awake and renovated by soda-water, things in 
general, sicklied over by the pale cast of sober 
thought, lost their wine-tinted roseate hue. In 
the first place, it was very unlikely that I should 
better succeed in tracing out the lost child than 
the Cuban police, whose energies the reward of- 
fered must have stimulated to the utmost. 

And if, by strange chance, I did happen to dis- 
cover and restore the child, what pretension to 
the peculiar favor of an amply- jointured youthful 
widow could that confer upon a lieutenant in the 
navy, with the splendid half-pay income of five 
shillings per diem in near prospect. Madam Pens- 
hurst would in the sweetest tone, and with one 
of those smiles that had so often played like sun- 
light about my heart and brain, and, delicately, 
no doubt, with much periphrastic apology, offer 
me the money ! 

That was the rationale of the matter, and I 
sat down to breakfast with the fictitious deter- 
mination to address myself solely to the carrying 
out of the important mission with which I had 
been intrusted by Admiral Rowley, and banish 
from my brain all thoughts, dreams, speculations 
concerning Madam Penshurst, her child, and Jul- 
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ius Caesar. Bah! I could do nothing of the sort. 
Could not even breakfast; and by way of sub- 
stitute, took up the Cronica de Cuba, just wet from 
the press. Among the arrivals from Jamaica 
was the name of my noble self, correctly spelt for 
a wonder; Senor Sutcliflfe, it was added, had en- 
gaged apartments at La Fonda de Espana. 

It was nearly one o'clock. I had not gone out, 
and was smoking my third or fourth cigar, an in- 
dulgence I seldom permitted myself in the fore- 
noon, when a waiter entered the room, placed a 
card before me, and said, with a peculiar tone and 
smile, that the lady and a servant were waiting 
below. 

" Mrs. Penshurst! " Heaven and earth! my 
whole being vibrated as if I had received an elec- 
tric shock! 

" Show — show the lady up," I stammeringly 
exclaimed; " I shall be back immediately," and I 
darted away to my bedroom in order to get rid by 
ablution and change of dress of the cigar fumes 
which I knew were extremely offensive to her. 

" Mrs. Penshurst called to see me! " My brain 
was in a whirl, and when I re-entered the sitting- 
room I could not, such Are was in my eyes, see 
distinctly. See distinctly! Could I hear, under- 
stand aright; or was I dreaming again? 

Was it, could it be real that Mrs. Penshurst, pale 
as a lily, a specter of her former self, clasped me 
round the neck, as a mother would a son, kissed 
my forehead, my hands, and ;;^ith gufhing tears, 
with broken sobs, thanked and blessed me again 
and again ! " She knew I should come directly I 
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heard of the calamity that had befallen her. 
What would I not do for her sake? I should dis- 
cover and bring back her child, her darling Vir- 
ginie — she felt assured of that, and perhaps that 
very day. But, mind, young Sir," she added, with 
sudden change of tone, and drawing proudly back 
— " mind, young Sir, I will never marry again : 
never! Do not dream that I will." A paroxysm 
of wild hysterical laughter followed, terminated 
by a fainting fit. 

" You see how it is, Senor," said the attend- 
ant, an intelligent Creole girl, as she applied re- 
storatives to her insensible mistress — " you see 
how it is, Senor. The loss of her child following 
upon the death of Captain Penshurst has, it is 
hoped but temporarily, destroyed her reason. She 
saw your name among the arrivals in El Gronica 
to-day, and the idea instantly fastened upon her 
mind that you have come expressly to discover 
and restore the child. Is it so, Senor? " added 
1 he young woman, keenly glancing at me. " I 
see you feel acutely for my unhappy mistress. 
Take a little of this aguardiente," she added, 
stepping to a side table and pouring out a glass 
of that fiery liquid. 

" She is coming," resumed the young woman, 
continuing her ministration. " After such violent 
paroxysms she is for some hours quite calm and 
to a certain extent in her right senses: I mean 
that she will be able to clearly comprehend any- 
thing you may have to say. She has a high opin- 
ion of your courage and sagacity; and if you, 
Senor, are here for the purpose she supposes, it 
will be kind to assure her of it." 
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I wept like an infant, and, kneeling down, I 
kissed her freely-yielded hand and vowed to re- 
store her child if man could do it. She thanked 
me with a grateful, reliant smile, which to this 
hour is a precious, unfading memory. 

Mrs. Penshurst's attendant, Teresa, returned, 
as agreed between us, to La Fonda de Espana 
toward evening for the purpose of acquainting 
me with all the facts bearing upon thv; abduction 
of the little Virginie by the mulatto J alius Caesar. 
First of all, she informed me that her mistress 
was better, calmer, more composed than she had 
been since the disappearance of her child. " She 
has as much faith in you, Senor/' added Teresa, 
with a smile, " as I have in the Madonna, and has 
no doubt that Virginie will be in her aims before 
many days have passed.'' 

" Madam Penshurst may confidently rely upon 
my devotedness, my determination to spare no ef- 
fort, to shrink from no risk or sacrifice, in her 
service." 

" One must be blind and deaf not to be quite 
sure of that," said Teresa, a little pertly. " And 
now, Senor, to the particulars it is necessary you 
should be informed of, and which you mast per- 
mit me to rel: te in my own roundabout way, 
commencing a long way off. I ought also in can- 
dor to admit that you should make allowance 
for the inveterate prejudice against all i)ersons 
in whose veins there is a taint of African blood. I 
despise and abhor the whole race." 

" That is illiberal and unjust." 

"It is the truth nevertheless; and vou mav 
fairly, Senor, conclude that, in speaking of the 
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mulatto CiBsar and his wife, I shall not use less 
harsh terms than they deserve." 

'' You are no doubt aware/' continued Teresa, 
" that when Captain Penshurst arrived in Ha- 
vanah, his lady was in an ailing state both in 
body and mind. She required constant attend- 
ance, lively compaionship, and inquiries were set 
on foot for a young person possessing the neces- 
sary qualifications for such a position. Madam 
Penshurst selected me from a considerable num- 
ber of candidates, and never, I can truly say, had 
reason to regret her choice. Indeed, she has al- 
ways, as did Captain Penshurst, treated me with 
distinguished favor; one reason, with such gen- 
erous minds, no doubt being that, owing to the 
loss of my parents— my father was a merchant 
but in the latter time unfortunate — one reason, I 
was saying, with such generous minds that I was 
treated with particular favor being that I had 
fallen from comparatively a social height. 

" Rosabella, Caesar's wife — how absurd it is in 
you, the English and Americans, to give their 
slaves such names, — Rosabella, Caesar's wife, I 
was saying, had been a great favorite of Madam 
Penshursts; you may be aware of that. The mu- 
latto wench or woman, though light-hearted, 
good-tempered enough, was an idle, foolish creat- 
ure, whom years and marriage, as Madam Pens- 
hurst herself remarked more than once, did not 
improve. The silly fool, too, was vain as a pea- 
cock, and used to steal her mistress's pomades, 
hair oil, scents. I detected her in those and other 
pilferings, and she entirely lost, as she deserved 
to do. Madam Penshurst's favor. Me she conse- 
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quently hated, with all the black venom of her 
African nature." 

" Rosabella must have wonderfully changed 
for the worst since I saw her.'' 

She must indeed, Sefior, if she was ever really 
good for anything, which I must beg leave to 
doubt. You yourself shall decide. Caesar, her 
husband," continued Teresa, " became debased in 
character even more rapidly than his wife; fre- 
quently got drunk, and, when in such a state, 
exhibited a fierce, maniacal, violence of temper. 
Captain Penshurst more than once threatened to 
turn him out of his service, in consequence. I 
would have sold him. ' Do sell him,' I said; and 
very fortunate it would have been had my advice 
been taken. 

" I now come to the most terrible and, at the 
same time, ludicrous part of the affair, as re- 
gards that precious pair. Caesar was extrava- 
gantly fond of his, for a mulatto, prettyish wife, 
and, at the same time, madly jealous, a passion 
which Rosabella stimulated by every device she 
could think of. At last the fool must take it 
into his woolly head that Captain Penshurst was 
upon intimate terms with his wife; in fact, that 
her brat, which certainly had not such a brown 
face as its father, was his master's child. 

" That wicked surmise Rosabella also, we after- 
wards knew, encouraged. The supposition 
tickled the absurd creature's vanity. The notion 
perfectly maddened Csesar, and one day, when, it 
is true, he was wild drunk, he dared to insult 
Madam Penshurst by grossly hinting his sus- 
picions. Madam, of course, informed her hus- 
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band, and the black received a horse-whipping 
which he will not forget to his dying day, should 
he live a hundred years. From that day he dis- 
appeared, and has been only once seen since. 

" This occurred about a week only before Cap- 
tain Penshurst met with the accident which so 
soon terminated in death. He was thrown with 
great violence, as I suppose, Sefior, you know, 
from his horse. Three days after the funeral 
Rosabella's brat sickened and died, and it was, 
I think, on the fourth day from that when Rosa- 
bella disappeared. She had taken Madam's 
daughter, Virginie, out for an airing. We did 
not see either of them, but she and Caesar were 
met the same afternoon on the road to San Cris- 
toval. They were carrying a two-handled pan- 
nier between them, in which it is supposed Vir- 
ginie, stupefied by some drug, was lying. This, 
Sefior, is mainly all I have to tell you." 

Teresa spoke with such glib fluency that she 
was almost out of breath at the conclusion of her 
statement. A rather flippant young lady, and 
possessed with a very high opinion of herself, but, 
I felt, truthful, honest, high-colored as her ex- 
pressions might be. That, however, which ut- 
terly astounded me was her wholesale vitupera- 
tion of Rosabella and her husband. I knew, in- 
deed, that it is impossible to judge correctly of 
African character from the surface indications 
of merriment and good temper, common in a 
greater or less degree to all the race. I asked if 
there was any real cause for Caesar's jealous 
frenzy; I did not mean with reference to Captain 
Penshurst. 
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" Not, as I believe, the slightest cause. The 
mulatto wife affected infidelity, as it seemed 
to me, in order to torment her husband. A 
strange craze that, you will say. I have omitted 
to mention," continued Teresa, " that Rosabella, 
who was pardonably very fond of her brown imp 
of a child, perversely imputed its death to Madam 
Penshurst and myself." 

" For what reason, in Heaven's name? " 

" For no reason whatever! From simple per- 
verseness. The child was seized with illness, 
fatal illness: the woman wished the family phy- 
sician to be immediately sent for. I, believing 
that a simple domestic remedy, which was admin- 
istered, would suffice, refused, and I regret it, to 
do so. I regret still more, as things have turned 
out, very bitterly regret that I intimated to 
rather than told the woman that Madam Pens- 
hurst agreed with me, that there was no need of a 
physician. Madame Penshurst," added Teresa, 
coloring slightly, " was herself indisposed at the 
time — she had not recovered from the shock of 
her husband's death — and just then had lain 
down to rest : I would not disturb her myself, nor 
permit the mulatto-mother to do so. 

" In about three hours afterward the child was 
dead, and the physician, sent for in all haste at 
last, said, in the mother's hearing, that he was 
too late. All doctors, you know, say they could 
have saved life, if summoned in time. Rosabella 
met Madam Penshurst and me in one of the corri- 
dors the next morning, and never shall I forget 
the look of diabolic hate and fury which she 
darted at us both : Madam Penshurst was greatly 
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offended, and said, in the mulatto's hearing, * Ro- 
sabella must seek, and at once, some other ser- 
vice/ 

" ^ It were best to sell her, madam,' I remarked, 
raising my voice; ^ that would be quite legal here, 
however it may be in the English possessions.' 

" ^ Nonsense, Teresa,' said madam; * I have no 
right to sell her, and if I had should not exercise 
it. She had better seek out and join her husband. 
I could not have believed,' added madam, * but 
by the evidence of my own senses, that two per- 
sons should have become, and in so short a time, 
so entirely changed from their former selves.' 

" * Excuse me, madam,' said I, * you should say,^^ 
that the false varnish had peeled off, and revealed 
the ingrained nature of the African.' 

" Rosabella could not have heard these last 
observations of Madam Penshurst and myself," 
said Teresa; " I tell you all this, Sefior," she 
added, " in order that you should thoroughly com- 
prehend the ins and outs of this unhappy busi- 
ness." 

" I understand, then, that you believe — are, in- 
deed, convinced, that the abduction of Virginie 
has been prompted by a devilish spirit of ven- 
geance! " 

"Certainly; the man, in revenge for having 
been severely but quite justly flogged, at, he 
would naturally suppose. Madam Penshurst's in- 
stigation; the woman, in retaliation for having 
lost her own child in consequence, as she foolish- 
ly imagined, of the refusal of her mistress to send 
earlier for a physician." 

" Have they left no trail — no clue by which 
they- could be traced ? " 
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" None as yet have been fonnd, notwithstand- 
ing the largeness of the reward. All that has 
been discovered is, that the wretches were seen, 
as I have said before, on the road to San Cris- 
toval, carrying a large pannier between them. 
Oh, yes; pardon me, I had forgotten to mention 
this : a mulatto woman, Rosabella, no doubt, sold 
little Virginie's clothes at a depot for second- 
hand apparel, and purchased others suitable for a 
slave-child of the same age. The child was a 
brunette," added Teresa; " her father was, you 
know, very dark for a European." 

" You think they intend passing the child off as 
their own?" 

" Yes; and selling it. Healthy children fetch a 
good price in Cuba just now. Any suspicion ox- 
cited by Virginie's charming cast of features — 
she will be the image of Madam Penshurst, ex- 
cept in complexion — would no doubt be met by a 
brazen insinuation that the child's real father 
was a white. But not many questions will have 
been asked." 

Teresa further explained that such instant pre- 
cautions had been taken to prevent the fugitives' 
escape from the island, that she thought they 
could not yet have got away. They would have 
to do so ultimately at any hazard, or sell them- 
selves in the interior of the island; free negro la- 
bor not being tolerated in rural districts. 

" You mean that at the few ports of Cuba they 
would find it difficult to embark : that may be so, 
but there are other means of leaving the island. 
By one of the slave-ships, for example, that touch 
so frequently at various points of the coast, dis- 
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charge their living cargoes, and are oflf again^ 
unvisited, and pretendedly not seen by the au- 
thorities." 

This was said rather to myself than to Teresa. 
It a Iso occurred to me that I might reconcile my 
public duty with the mission I had undertaken 
for Madam Penshurst. This was a relief, as more 
than once since I had sworn to devote myself to 
the task of rescuing her child, misgivings as to 
whether I was justified in doing so had crossed 
my mind. I now perceived that the search for 
Virginie, whom, by the by, I had frequently 
seen, would be a help instead of a hindrance to 
the performance of the duty required of me by 
Admiral Rowley. 

He had been most emphatic in his warning that 
I should carefully avoid saying one word in any 
stranger's hearing that might lead to a suspicion 
of the purpose of my visit to Cuba. If I did, the 
probability was that I should never again be 
heard of. With two persons only, both English 
merchants, one residing at Havanah, the other at 
San Jago, who could afford me indispensable in- 
formation and advice, was I to communicate; 
with all others I was enjoined not only to ob- 
serve the strictest secrecy, but to appear as if I 
had no secret to conceal. 

Now, the mere presence of a stranger, of an 
Englishman especially, at such out-of-the-way 
places along the coast where alone I could hope 
to obtain positive evidence of the systematic im- 
portation of negroes by the covert connivance of 
the Spanish authorities, would, of itself, however 
discreetly I might bear myself, provoke sinister 
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suspicion. No one supposed that slave-ships en- 
tered the ports of Havanah or San Juan de Cuba, 
and openly landed their negroes there; that 
would be too barefaced a violation of Her Catho- 
lic Majesty's treaties with Great Britain. 

The search after the runaways and the stolen 
child would afford me the happiest excuse. The 
judicial authorities would, perhaps, send orders 
— the abduction of her child having, the police 
officer had inferred, excited much sympathy — 
to their local subordinates to assist the search. 
The reward, too, offered by Madam Penshurst, 
judiciously kept before the eyes of those func- 
tionaries, would secure their good-will and help 
to blind them to my political aims. This was a 
very satisfactory view of the case, and I re- 
newed to Madam Penshurst, through Teresa Del- 
mar, my firm resolve to do all that man could do 
for the recovery of her daughter. 

Teresa gave me the address of the eminent 
physician who attended the afflicted lady. I 
called upon him, and was rejoiced to hear^ that 
in his opinion. Madam Penshurst's intellect was 
not permanently affected. Should the child be 
soon recovered, he doubted not that she w^ould 
regain both mental and bodily health. But time 
was an essential element in the case: the agoniz- 
ing suspense under which she was suffering 
would, if long protracted — must, he feared, have 
a fatal result. 

I visited the two gentlemen for whom I had 
confidential letters from the Admiral. They 
gave me important information and advice. Both 
also agreed that the excuse of hunting up the run- 
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away slaves — I put it in that way — was the very 
best pretext that could be devised for my prying 
presence in the localities where alone my re- 
searches could be of any avail. 

Osesar and his wife had been seen on the road 
to San Cristoval, which happened to be the very 
spot which I ought to first visit. One of them of- 
fered to go with me to the Chief Judge of the Au- 
dien<5a or Supreme Court in Havanah, to ask 
him to furnish me with such facilities as might 
be in his power, in aid of recovering the slaves 
and stolen child. We were kindly received, and 
the venerable old Don readily furnished me with 
a circular mandate, so to speak, signed by him- 
self, and stamped with the seal of the Audien^a, 
commanding all public functionaries to render 
me every assistance in their power. 

As far as my political mission was concerned, 
I was abundantly successful, and, thanks to the 
search after the child, authenticated by the 
Judge's mandate, without incurring the slightest 
suspicion. In less than a month I witnessed the 
disembarkation of three numerous gangs of Af- 
ricans from as many ships, not only with the 
connivance, but the active aid of the local author- 
ities. 

I carefully minuted the names of the ships, of 
their captains, and the number of negroes landed, 
and as completely as possible the names of the 
proprietors of estates among whom they were 
distributed. One of these was the chief func- 
tionary of the district, and brother to the Cap- 
tain-General or Governor of Cuba's chief secre- 
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tary. The evidence was complete, and I could 
entirely devote myself to the carrying put of my 
promise to Madam Penshurst. 

I several times heard of two persons answering 
to the description of Caesar and Rosabella, wan- 
dering from place to place in a state of destitu- 
tion, subsisting on alms. They had a child of 
tender years with them; but no one seemed to 
have suspected that it was a child of European 
parentage, except the lay-brother who acted as 
porter to a monastery where they had applied for 
relief. From his description I had no doubt 
whatever that the applicants were Osesar and his 
wife, nor that the child with them was Virginia, 
though her brunette complexion must, I conjec- 
tured, have been deepened by artificial means, if 
it was so dark as he described it. 

The unfortunate child was extremely thin and 
weak, the porter said, and also was evidently 
kept in a state of abject subjection, not daring 
to speak in reply to any question addressed her, 
and taught to hold up her little clasped hands 
in mute entreaty for bread — for alms of any kind. 
The poor sufferer's tears, which ceased not to 
flow down her wasted little face, were the mendi- 
cants' most potent means of obtaining subsist- 
ence. 

They were in a very deplorable condition, the 
hand of Cuban charity not easily opening for the 
relief of colored beggars. The worthy man was 
much affected by what I told him, the more so 
that the child had singularly interested him. Tt 
was very likely, he said, that they had offered 
the child for sale; but it would be difllcult to dis- 
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poso of her in that way, unless themselves were 
included in the bargain. The law enabling a 
mother to at any time buy the freedom of her 
slave-child for twenty-five dollars disinclined peo- 
ple from making such purchases. The probabili- 
ties were, he said, that, driven at last to despera- 
tion, they would sell themselves for mere suste- 
nance to some of the agents on the coast, who 
were always ready to pick up starving runaway 
slaves upon such terms, and ship them off at the 
first opportunity for New Orleans or other south- 
ern port of the United States. Or the man might 
sell the woman and child, and himself evade cap- 
ture and the terrible punishment he knew await- 
ed him, by the offer of a good price for a smuggled 
escape from the island. From some inquiries — 
cautious ones — which they made, the lay-brother 
supposed they were proceeding in the direction of 
San Jago de Cuba, distant thence about four 
days' journey on foot. 

I need not say that my zeal in the pursuit was 
not lessened by my informant's description of the 
poor child's sufferings. So vigorously did I fol- 
low up the trail, that when distant about twenty 
miles from San Jago I made sure of quickly com- 
ing up with them. A horseman, coming from 
San Jago, had seen them about an hour before, 
resting beneath a mango tree. The road was 
broken just there, and he was walking his horse 
slowly past, when the child came tottering up, 
knelt down, and, with uplifted hands and brim- 
ming eyes, implored charity. She was, he said, a 
mere skeleton, and seemed hardly to be able to 
stand for weakness. 
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Thanking my informant, I set spurs to my 
horse, urged her to the top of her speed, and only 
drew bridle when a sharp turn in the road showed 
me the town of San Jago in close proximity ! I 
must have missed, passed the fugitives, or they 
had turned oflf in some other direction. A Span- 
ish artillery officer was smoking a cigar beneath 
the veranda of a house close by the narrow road. 
He had been sitting there, he assured me, more 
than two hours, and was positive no such per- 
sons as I described had passed by. 

I turned, and retraced the road at a gallop, but 
nowhere could I find or hear any tidings of them. 
I persevered till late in the evening, and, find- 
ing myself then distant full ten miles from San 
Jago, and my horse, like myself, being almost 
knocked up, I made for a posada, or small road- 
side tavern, where I passed the night. 

The next morning I again, and with great earn- 
estness, questioned the landlord, whose answers 
overnight had been, it struck me, evasive. He 
had been called away, and I did not see him 
again that evening. He now admitted that he 
had seen the persons I described ; and I was sure, 
from his manner, that he knew, not only the di- 
rection they had taken, but where they then ac- 
tually were. I at once told him the whole story, 
and showed the Judge's missive, without pro- 
ducing much effect, but the printed bills with 
which I was provided, offering the reward for the 
recovery of the child, instantly decided him. 

" Step into the inner room," said he, with flur- 
ried excitement, caused by the largeness of the 
sum placed within his reach — " step into this in- 
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nep room, Sefior. In such a case as this we can- 
not be too private/^ 

" The persons, Sefior," he went on to say, in a 
voice scarcely above a whisper, as if the walls had 
ears, " called here yesterday, and begged pite- 
ously for something to eat. I gave them a good 
meal, and afterward had some private talk with 
the man, the result of which was, that they left 
here for the house of an American gentleman, 
about an hour's walk from this, and near the 
coast, who does a great business in that way, and 
is a capital customer of mine. For that reason, 
Sefior, I must be careful not to be known in the 
matter; and not for that reason only, for were 
he to know that I had betrayed his confidence, 
my life would not be worth a week's purchase, 
so fierce a ruflian, be it said between ourselves, is 
Sefior Benson. I entreat you, therefore, not to 
compromise me in the matter. You solemnly 
promise me that? " 

" I do most solemnly.'^ 

" I trust in the word of a Caballero who pos- 
sesses the esteem of the Chief Judge of the Audi- 
enca at Havanah, with entire conviction that it 
will in no extremity be forfeited. The fellow's 
intention," continued the publican, " was to sell 
the woman and child. I am quite sure of that; 
but if Benson knew what you, Sefior, have told 
me — a very different story from that by which 
Csesar thought to blind me, but did not — he 
would himself be shipped off to the Southern 
States with them, without the slightest doubt. 
Sefior Benson does not stick at trifles. But there 
must be no delay, Sefior. The ship in which they 
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will sail is anchored within signal-hail of Senor 
Benson's house, and may be off at any moment/' 

" How can you be sure they are at this crimp 
Benson's house? You have not seen the man, 
Csesar, since? " 

" I am sure they are there. As to Caesar, as you 
call him, I did not, to tell you the truth, expect 
to set eyes upon his yellow phiz again. Such a 
valuable hand as he will be when fed up again — 
a thousand dollars in the present state of the 
black cattle market at least — would not be likely 
to slip through Benson's fingers, under circum- 
stances which such a keen kidnapper as that 
worthy individual must have soon discovered, 
through all the fellow's rigmarole stuff, placed 
the mulatto in his power. Benson will, there 
can be no doubt, resell you the child for a small 
sum, and that will be the best way of managing 
the matter. Of course, neither you nor the 
child's mother would interfere to save the ras- 
cally mulatto and his wife from being driven 
South. By the holy Virgin, that will be punish- 
ment enough for them." 

" I wouldn't raise a finger to save them from 
the gallows. Now, then, as to the exact where- 
about of Benson's house." 

The landlord hesitatingly hinted that he 
thought some portion of an earnest, as it were, 
of the reward should be paid down upon his 
solemn assurance to return the same if the child 
was not at Benson's. 

I consented, handed him over ten gold doub- 
loons, and gave him a written memorandum that 
he would be, in the event of success, entitled to 
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the reward offered by Madam Penshurst if his 
information proved correct. He then furnished 
me with such exact directions that there could 
be no danger of mistake or delay. Time pressed, 
and I ordered the horse to be immediately 
brought round. 

" Benson won't ask a high price for the little 
girl," said the landlord, advisingly, " unless he 
sees that you yourself set a high price upon it. 
You wouldn't have time in this out-of-the-way 
place to reach San Jago, and procure the assist- 
ance of the public force. The ship would have 
sailed before you could return, and the Benson 
family would, of course, swear that the child 
was none of Madam Penshurst's ; you would have 
no redress, and I should, perhaps, lose the re- 
mainder of the reward, which would, however, 
be terribly unjust if failure, Sefior, should be 
caused by your rashness or mismanagement." 

" If I find the child at Benson's, I mil bring it 
away, by fair means or force." 

" Don't try force, Sefior; you would get the 
worst of it, I am certain. Benson has always 
several rough hands, by no means particular, to 
many shades, within call. How I, in your place, 
should manage the matter, would be this: Benson 
is a dealer in slaves — per mayor y menor — whole- 
sale and retail. That advertisement you will aee 
painted up on the front of his house. You would, 
therefore, represent yourself as a buyer; ask to 
see his stock, which was a considerable one; 
pretend to be struck with the poor little girPs 
appearance, and purchase her. You will have 
the better chance of a fair bargain,** he added, 
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" in consequence of Benson's wife and daughter 
being away. They set off very early this morn- 
ing for San Jago, in wonderfully high spirits, no 
doubt on account of yester-evening's prime 
catch. The Sefiorita, who was in great glee, 
hinted as much." 

Less than a quarter of an hour^s smart ride 
sufficed to reach Benson's domicile — a pretty 
place enough, standing in its own well laid-out 
grounds, and commanding a fine view of the sea. 
A brig was riding at anchor at about half a mile 
from the shore; the stars and stripes were flying 
at the fore; her anchor was hove short, and it 
was evident to a seaman's eye that she was ready 
to put to sea at a minute's notice. She was, per- 
haps, waiting for her captain, or, it might be, for 
Benson's captives to come off, if they were not al- 
ready on board. 

Fastening the horse to the outer palings, I en- 
tered the grounds, reached and knocked impa- 
tiently at the door with the butt end of my riding- 
whip. It was promptly opened by a woman 
slave. Was the proprietor within? Yes, he was. 
She would call him. 

Whose indistinctly remembered, rasping voice 
was that I heard from some distance, in reply to 
the slaveys announcement, bidding her tell the 
stranger that he would see him immediately? 
The fellow spoke English, and I surely had heard 
those tones before. 

A heavy, lopping step was heard approaching; 
the door, opening on a yard, was flung back, and 
I was face to face with — Aaron Collins, of Ja- 
maica! 
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The suddenness and strangeness of the reneon- 
ter struck us both of a heap. 

" Lieutenant Suteliffe here! " exclaimed C!ol- 
lins, recovering himself, and with the exulting 
growl of a bear when seizing its prey. " Well, 

ihat is good — d d good — delicious good! 

Don^t I wish the old woman and the gal was here 
to enjoy it as well as me!^^ and the scoundrel 
rubbed his hands with ferocious joy. " P'raps 
chey may yet return time enough to thank the 
gallant officer — a captain now, I've been told — for 
the very great obligations he has laid us under. 
Two — years' — imprisonment," he continued, 
punctuating his words, so to speak, by savage 
snaps of his teeth — " two — ^years' — ^imprisonment 
— with — hard — labor! That's a large item^ that 
is — deserves acknowledgment, and I reckon will 
receive it. Hallo, there! " The woman again 
appeared; Collins said a few words to her in a 
lingo I did not understand, and away she hur- 
ried. 

I had by then recovered my self-possession, 
and, as I happened to have about me two double- 
barreled pistols, each barrel loaded with ball, 
Mr. CoUins's threat did not intimidate me, out- 
of-the-way and solitary as the place was. 

" I will not bandy words," I said, " with such 
a ruffian as you. I am here to demand posses- 
sion of Mrs. Penshurst's little girl, stolen from 
her, possibly at your instigation." 

" I have bought Madam Penshurst's little 
girl," shouted the half -drunken wretch; ** got the 
receipt, and the money back too — ^the sellers be- 
ing sold themselves — not having any occasion for 
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cash. Oh, ain^t this prime — first-rate! We^re a 
breaking up our establishment here," he added, 
after another chuckling roar — " going right 
away in the brig youder to p, country wheye 
there's no d— — d humanity humbug about nig- 
gers; and this here little haul last evening was 
quite a providence — ^it was, indeed ! '^ 

I could not control the rage the ruffian's taunts 
excited, and, taking both pistols from my coat 
pockets, I said the child should leave with me, 
if, in order to rescue her, I should be compelled to 
blow his brains out. 

" Would you, now? Well, it struck me you 
might try on something of that sort; and so you 
see I've invited a few friends to join us. Here 
they are." Four bearded, brawny, well-armed 
fellows appeared at the door to which he pointed, 
closing it up, and grimly awaiting further direc- 
tions. They had the brutal look of veteran slav- 
er-seamen, and by their complexion and other in- 
dices I concluded they were Brazilians. They, 
I supposed, belonged to the brig, which had 
probably no right to the flag she had hoisted. 

" So you see," continued Collins, with rollick- 
ing glee — " so you see. Lieutenant — I beg pardon. 
Captain Sutcliffe, the pistol game ain't one for 
you to play at under the present peculiar circum- 
stances." 

That was abundantly plain ; aijd, perforce swal- 
lowing my choler, I said, calmly as I could, that 
I desired to accomplish the release of the child 
without violence, and that I would pay a hand- 
some price to ransom her. 

** There no w,^ chuckled the villain, "that's some- 
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thing like now — ^that's business. We'll sit down 
and talk it over. Will you take a glass of grog 
and a cigar yourself? '' he added, sitting down 
and helping himself to a stiff one. " You once, 
you know, Lieutenant — I beg pardon again. You 
once, you know, condescended, Captain SutclifEe, 
to join me in a jollification at my place in Ja- 
maica; and this rum is quite as good as we had 
there: I import it for my own use! You ain't 
in the humor, eh? Not thirsty, perhaps, and it 
may be too early in the morning for you. Per- 
haps you'll take a drop to wet our bargain when 
if 8 made.^^ 

I was almost sure the scoundrel was amusing 
himself by mocking me with false hopes. His 
thirst for gold might, however, prevail over his 
thirst for revenge, and I held my peace with very 
great difficulty, and as well as I could, till he had 
said his say. 

" This is the case, noble Captain; we are going, 
as I told you, to clear out. We've sold this place 
and fixings; our niggers, except five or six, are 
all, including that blessed Caesar and Rosabella, 
and that interesting little gal, already on board 
the brig; the anchor's a-trip, and we conclude to 
be off in half an hour or less. So, you see, you 
are just here in the very nick of time. Remark- 
able, ain't it? '' 

I ground my teeth, determined, if possible, not 
to reply. 

" Here's the difficulty," he resumed, with all 
the devil in his nature blazing in his blood-shot 
eyes — " here^s the difficulty — I mean the obstacle 
which will make me insist upon a higher figure 
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for the child than I would have otherwise have 

asked from such a friend as Lieu Captain Sut- 

clifiEe has been to me. My gal — I suppose I shall 
always call her gal — has taken a fancy to Madam 
Penshurst's interesting daughter, and means to 
take her into her own personal service, as her body- 
servant, you know, when she's big enough; and I 
shall hardly find it in my heart to disappoint her. 
It will be better, Captain — safer for yourself," 
he added, glancing significantly at the four fel- 
lows still standing in the doorway, silently grin- 
ning, but evidently not understanding what was 
said — " it will be better. Captain— safer for your- 
self, to take them itching fingers off those pistols- ' 
triggers. We shall never come to terms else, 
and time is precious." 

" Go on." 

<* Well, as I am saying, I am naturally unwill- 
ing to disappoint my gal. She had one heavy 
disappointment, you remember, a few years ago, 
in missing, poor thing, the honor of being the 
wife of Captain SutclifiEe, who couldn't, somebody 
hinted to her, forget his old flame Madam Pens- 
hurst, the interesting child's charming mother. 
Who knows but to be balked again of some pre- 
cious prize upon which she has set her heart 
might not bring her into a bad way — ^make her 
drown herself, perhaps? " 

" Curse your infernal insolence," I burst out. 
" Mention the sum for which you will give up the 
child, and let's have done with it." 

" Easy, Captain — easy; civility gains esteem 
everywhere, except upon the quarter-deck. You 
can go it full swing there; so you had better hot- 
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tie up your wrath until you get on board the Tri- 
ton again, if ever you do. 

" I was saying, Captain SutclifiEe, that Becky 
has taken it into her head to bring up the intw- 
esting child you are in search of as her own par- 
ticular, personal slave; and not a very hard mis- 
tress will Miss Penshurst have, except when 
Becky may be out of temper, which, upon an av- 
erage, might be about three times a day: Miss 
Penshurst will, at those times, catch it smartly 
enough, no doubt. Oh, if you bounce up and 
swear in that way, my noble Captain, you had 
better hook it at once, as we shall never come to 
business.'' 

What could I do? Blow the taunting villain's 
brains out, and lose my own life to no purpose? 
Either that, or submit in silence till he did 
"come to business"; if, indeed, he had the 
slightest intention of doing so! I sat down 
again, and, to avoid giving way to the frantic 
impulse of sudden rage, I uncocked my pistols. 

Collins nodded approbation and proceeded: " I 
don't say you shan't have the interesting little 
child. I was only remarking that, if we shouldn't 
come to terms, Miss Penshurst, when she grows 
up, will not have such a particularly hard lot to 
bear — for a slave. You should have seen," con- 
tinued the ruflaan, with a boisterous and utterly 
brutal glee — " you should have seen Becky laugh 
and dance for joy yesterday evening when Julius 
Caesar, Rosabella, and the interesting child were 
fairly trapped. And won't Julius Caesar and 
Rosabella get a precious cowhiding from her as 
soon as the poor starved devils have stren^k 
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enough to bear it! The bare promise of it set 
pretty Rosabella a-screaming with terror, till 
slje went off in a flt/^ 

" I understand, from what you now say, that 
you were a party to the abduction of the child." 

" That's right, noble Captain, and I was just 
coming to it. The trouble I have had will nat- 
urally send little Virginie's price up, in addition 
to the consideration before mentioned. I had the 
good luck to meet Julius Caesar at Havanah," 
continued Collins, " under peculiar circum- 
stances, which gave me a hold of him. He was 
drunk, and was trying to sell a silver spoon, 
upon which Captain Penshurst's crest was en- 
graved. I bought it, and my gentleman was 
nailed." 

" Well, Julius Caesar went on from worse to 
worse ; got, as you have heard, a thundering cow- 
hiding from the Captain, and absconded; and of 
course came to his master. He was nothing loath 
to steal the child, and would not leave his Rosa- 
bella behind, who, for a reason you, I dare say, 
have been acquainted with, was herself eager to 
run away from Havanah. I ordered Caesar to 
bring the child here without delay, or take the 
consequences. He has done so; and you should 
have seen how the two fools hollered, blubbered, 
and prayed when they found themselves neatly 
taken and done for. It couldn't be of the least 
use, they must have well known; but they did 
try it on a screamer, and no mistake." 

** If that be not a mere wicked boast, how did 
it happen that the negro and his wife did not take 
the direct road here, preferring to wander about 
till well-nigh starved to death? " 
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" 1^11 tell you, noble Captain ; a suspicion of the 
net he might be running himself and wife into 
had shot into his thick head, and I nearly lost 
my prize. Finding it at last impossible to hold 
out, he made up his mind to venture, in hopes I 
should buy the child and wife, and give him 
means in return to leave the island himself. Ho! 
ho! Likely that! Was there ever such a blub- 
ber-brained fool? ^^ 

" The fellow really offered to sell the wife of 
whom he was madly jealous? " 

" He did indeed, Captain. Starvation and 
dread of working in a Spanish prison chain- 
gang for the rest of one's natural life would tame 
the stoutest of us, I'm thinking. I know very 
well that I should prefer giving up my old wo- 
man " 

A sailor entered, and announced, in broken 
English, that all the slaves were on board the 
brig, and that the captain was anxious to make 
sail while the coast was clear. 

" All right and ready ! " exclaimed Collins, 
tossing off a tumbler of rum, and jumping up. 
" Now, Captain," he added, " we must fix this 
deal, or pitch it. Will you, in a word give five 
hundred dollars for the child? Won't take a 
shilling less. I have been told the reward of- 
fered is more than that." 

" I agree." 

" Have you got the money with you? '^ 

" Yes: send for the child, and it is yours." 

" There isn't time, noble Captain, for that. You 
must come on board and fetch her: you will find 
a fishing-boat at the beach that will take you 
off." 
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I hesitated. What might not an officer known 
to have been active in the suppression of the 
" Trade " expect at the hands of a gang of slav- 
er's crew of ruffians, instigated to violence by 
such an unscrupulous scoundrel as Collins^ who 
could not but nourish a lodged hate against me, 
when they found me hopelessly in their power? 

" You don't like the notion, Captain, of trust- 
ing your precious self on board the brig. All 
right: the bargain is off, then, and I'm not sorry 
for it. Farewell, noble Captain. Now, lads ! '' 

They were gone — and I still hesitated. And 
yet why should I apprehend personal violence if 
I ventured on board the brig? Were it his in- 
tention to murder me, he and his fellc»ws could 
have done so at any moment during the last half- 
hour. Collins, to be sure, would have an excel- 
lent chance of slipping his cable at the same time. 
There was a risk — a terrible one; yet to abandon 
that sweet, helpless child — ^to consign her moth- 
er, who so counted on my courage and devotion, 
to madness and death 

Collins, fully accoutered for the voyage, half 
opened the door, and looked in. " Well, noble 
Captain, will you go with us to fetch the child? 
I don't much like losing Ave hundred hard dol- 
lars for a whim ! " 

" Have with you ! " I exclaimed, and followed 
him to the beach, resolutely blinding myself as I 
went to the peril I was incurring. 

The captain of the brig was unmistakably a 
Southerner of the United States, but not a man, 
judging from his looks, that would wantonly mur- 
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der, or permit to be murdered, a white free man, 
especially as nothing was to be gained by it ex- 
cept a chance, slight as it might be, of one day 
swinging on a gallows. Quite half the crew were 
also Americans — Englishmen some of them, per- 
haps — which was also a reassuring circumstance; 
and I had no doubt that the brig was legally 
entitled to the protection of the stars and stripes. 
For all that, a sickening qualm shot through me 
as I noticed the dark scowl which overgrew the 
captain's face as he listened to Collins, the sub- 
ject being myself, no doubt, and my business on 
board. It was, however, I strove to persuade 
myself, a mocking, rather than a malignant 
smile. 

Their brief colloquy ended, Collins invited me 
to follow him. The child was, he said, in the 
captain's cabin. I obeyed, and found Rosabella 
and little Virginie both there. The woman was 
wringing her hands, and moaning dismally; but, 
at sight of me, she dropped on her knees, set up a 
howl, meant, I supposed, to express repentance 
and unbounded gratitude for the deliverance of 
herself and the child from bondage, which she 
at once concluded I was there to effect. 

My gaze was riveted on the child, and I scarce- 
ly heeded the gabbling wretch. Though so 
changed, I instantly recognized the Virginie I 
had twice or thrice carried in my arms, in the 
wasted, weeping, trembling child whom I caught 
up and pressed to my bosom in a paroxysm of 
pity, rage, and tears ! The little creature seemed 
to know me, and her tiny arms clung tightly 
round my neck, as she said, in a trembling whis- 
per, " Take me away — take me home! " 
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I turned round to pay Ck)llin8, and be off. He 
was not in the cabin. He would, no doubt, re- 
turn in a few minutes for the cash; and I con- 
tinued to pace up and down the cabin in a state 
of violent agitation, replying to the dear child's 
iterated " Take me away— take me home! " by 
tender, reassuring kisses. 

The brig heeled suddenly over to the stiff 
breeze that was blowing, and the next moment 
was gliding through the water. The cabin door 
WM locked, too, on the outside, and, looking 
through a side window, I saw that the fishing 
boat by which I was to have returned to shore 
wHs on her way there without me, and Already 
two or three hundred yards distant. The case 
was clear. I was entrapped into a den of assas- 
sins, who, when well at sea, would fling me to the 
fisheis. My life would have been uselessly sacri- 
ficed; the tiny trembler in my arms would be 
carried into slavery, and her mother could never 
hear that I had perished in endeavoring to rescue 
her. Great God ! how terrible a destiny ! 

The brig had been in motion about an hour, 
and I was endeavoring to rally my energies and 
courage — endeavoring to do so while the caress- 
ing little arms clung tightly round my neck, the 
sweet lips, almost bloodless though they were, 
kissed nay cheek, and continued to murmur, 
" Take me home — to mamma — ^take me to mam- 
ma! '^ when the American Captain unlocked the 
cabin, and came in. Collins, with a fiendish grin 
upon his face, followed. 

"The commander of the Triton cruiser,^' he 
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said, with cold decision, but in a perfectly civil 
tone, " was a rash as well as a bold man to trust 
himself in a vessel of this character. I beg, how- 
ever, to assure you. Sir," he continued, "that 
your life is not in the slightest danger, and any 
property you may have on your person is perfect- 
ly safe. Hear me out, Sir, if you please. I can 
not, and will not, enter into any disputes about 
slave property. I choose to believe that my 
friend here is the lawful owner of the child in 
your arms, and I will hear nothing from you upon 
the subject; not a word, Sir, I repeat, and mean 
what I say. You will best consult your own 
convenience, believe me, by not attempting^ vainly 
attempting to force the subject upon me. I have 
contracted to convey the child, with my friend's 
other slaves, to a certain port, and I will fulfill 
my contract. You will sleep and take your meals 
here," he added, turning away to leave the cabin. 
" To-morrow you may go on deck." 
" Where do you intend to put me ashore? " 
" I am not decided as yet. Not on a barren 
island. It is thought necessary that you should 
not return to Cuba or Jamaica just yet; but, be- 
yond that, a compelled voyage is all the evil that 
will befall you in this ship." He then left the 
cabin; Collins called after him, and he turned 
back. 
" You have forgotten about the pistols." 
" True," was the reply. " You must give me 
those weapons, Mr. Sutcliflfe. They are useless to 
you, though their possession may in a rash mo- 
ment — and you are known to be rash as fire — 
tempt you to commit some violence that would 
bring destruction on yourself." 
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It would have been mere folly to refuse, and 
I quietly gave up the pistols, which he took 
away. 

Collins remained, alternately regarding me, the 
child, and Rosabella with triumphant malice. 

" I shan't take the interesting little dear away 
from you, noble Captain, while you honor us 
with your company. She takes to you, and it 
may get her on, and increase her value faster 
than would Rosabella's nursing, who, if she don't 
cease her howling, will catch something to make 
her howl louder." 

" Collins," said I, speaking thickly and fast, for 
I was choking with rage — "Collins, name your 
own price for the child. I will give you six — 
eight — a thousand dollars for her! " 

" And a smart bargain that would be for you. 
Captain. What other reward could the rich 
widow Penshurst bestow upon the gallant res- 
cuer of her darling Virginie than her hand and 
fortune? And I, whom you got shut up in jail 
in that cursed Jamaica climate for two years, 
would have helped you to that hand and fortune! 
No, my noble Captain — not one thousand pounds 
— no sum you could name would buy her. I have 
promised to give her to Becky, and, so help me 
Q — d, I will. She has taken, as I told you, an 
uncommon fancy to Madam Penshurst's daugh- 
ter, pretty dear ! " And he tapped the child's 
cheek with his filthy fingers. It was too much, 
and I dealt him a blow with my disengaged right 
arm which sent him reeling to the further end 
of the cabin, where he fell down heavily. 

" Thank you, noble Captain," said the fellow, 
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with a deadly scowl, when he had regained his 
feet; " that's another to you; and if I don't clear 
scores with you yet, spite of the skipper on deck, 
I'll consent to be bastinadoed, and by you, for 
every one of a month of Sundays. D — - — d if I 
won't." 

The hopeless, gloomy days passed wearily. The 
brig was steering for the Brazils, but made slight 
progress in consequence of the prevailing calms. 
The plan concerted by Collins and the captain 
was easily penetrated. No one addressed the 
skipper or any one else by name, except with 
nicknames, or Bill, Dick, and so on; and the 
name of the vessel had been painted out during 
the first night I was on board. I should be 
landed at some great distance from the destined 
port; the brig would proceed, another name 
would be painted on the stern, and it would be 
found impossible to trace her or the passengers. 
Mrs. Penshurst's unfortunate daughter was lost! 

The child improved rapidly in health. She was 
rarely out of my arms, except wl^jen sitting on 
my knee, or walking by my side, except when 
she was asleep in her cot. She felt that she had 
found a protector, and believed herself to be go- 
ing to mamma. " How long will it be before we 
get home and I see mamma? " was still the bur- 
den of her heart-piercing prattle. I could not 
bear to undeceive her— tell her she could never 
see home or mamma again. 

So intensely savage did the bare sight of Col- 
lins render me at last, that the mad thought more 
than once arose in my mind of pitching him over- 
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board when one or more sharks were at hand, a 
frequent occurrence, and take my chance of mol- 
lifying the captain afterward. Had I yielded to 
the frantic impulse, there can, I think, be no 
doubt that I myself should have been quickly 
flung after him. 

The brig, as I remarked, made very slight 
progress, owing to the prevalent calms; and on 
the eleveuth day we were not two hundred 
miles distant from Cuba. On the evening of that 
day a smart breeze sprang up, and they got about 
five knots out of the brig, which was far from 
being a clipper. On going on deck early the 
next morning a sail was descried to windward. 
T^ distance she was off did not enable us to 
n^ake out her character distinctly, though I, for 
one, was sure that she was a ship-of-war — a cor- 
vette, I conjectured. 

She did not appear to perceive, or, at all events, 
did not notice us, for some time, as she kept 
steadily on her course, which was nearly parallel 
to ours. At last, at about nine a.m., she sud-, 
denly wore and steered so as to overhaul us, 
which she would very soon do. Great alarm 
prevailed aboard, Collins was deathly pale with 
panic, and I could hardly sustain myself on my 
feet by holding on to the shrouds ; Virginie might 
be saved yet! 

As the hull of the vessel rose out of the water, 
it soon became clear to all that she was a cor- 
vette, carrying twenty guns. The Union Jack 
was flying at the main, and it was evidently her 
determination to ascertain who we were, spite 
(ft the stars and stripes which we might or might 
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not have the right to show. She would be up 
with us in less than an hour, do what we could, 
and the American captain determined to show 
no sign of apprehension by a certain to be futile 
attempt at escape. He had, indeed, nothing to 
fear, as his papers were no doubt en regie, ex- 
cept from my presence on board, from a British 
cruiser. His nationality ascertained, the cruiser 
would leave us, and our hope of deliverance 
would have passed away. 

" The bl d Britisher is the Ranger corvette, 

Commander Fanshawe. I have often seen her at 
Port Royal, and I know her well," growled Col- 
lins, concluding with a fierce oath. 

I also knew her well, and that Fanshawe was 
one of the keenest, most resolute officers in the 
service. Still, what could she do? for assuredly 
I should not be allowed to communicate with the 
party sent on board to examine her papers. 

The American skipper, after a hurried consul- 
tation with Collins, who hurried below with three 
or four seamen, came to me and said, " I shall be 
obliged, Mr. Sutcliffe, to confine you to a place 
below during the visit of your meddling country- 
men, in such a way that it will be impossible you 
can be seen or make yourself heard. They will 
scarcely, however, be more than a few minutes 
on board, as I have nothing to fear from British 
cruisers, you and one or two others being kept 
out of sight. There is no particular hurry," he 
added, carelessly walking away; " they are gone 
below to prepare a snug temporary berth for 
you." 

My heart sank within me, fearing as I did that 
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the thing would fall out just as he predicted. A 
sudden thought flashed upon my brain like a 
gleam of lightning. The corvette was coming up 
with us hand over hand, and I could see that sev- 
eral telescopes were steadily directed toward 
the brig. As I have said, I was standing by the 
fore-shrouds; close by me on the deck was a sail- 
or's red shirt. Instantly seizing the shirt, I dis- 
played it outside the shrouds till I was sure it 
must have been distinctly seen from the corvette, 
then managed to throw it upon deck without hav- 
ing attracted the notice of any one. I must ex- 
plain the meaning of what I had done. A sea- 
man's shirt or jacket, displayed as I did it, is a 
signal to any British vessel-of-war — which her 
captain is bound, by Admiralty orders, to invari- 
ably obey — that a British subject is on board 
who claims protection, and redress of some real 
or imaginary wrong. The English officers would 
in such a case make the strictest search over the 
vessel, to discover the individual who hoisted the 
signal. Fanshawe was just the man to ransack 
a ship in such a case, throughout, under what- 
ever flag she sailed; and a trembling hope again 
fluttered at my heart. 

" All is ready below, Mr. Sutcliffe," said the 
American captain ; " follow me, if you please." 

I was conducted to a dark inclosure about 
midships, into which, when niggers were num- 
erous on board, eight or ten of them might be 
stowed away. On this particular occasion, bales 
of heavy goods were piled up against it so that 
when the aperture which admitted me and the 
captain should be closed up, no one would sus- 
pect the existence of such a place. 
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I found Geesar^ BoBabella, and the child there, 
all three gagged and bound, Virginie gently, but 
quite effectually. Collins was also there, hold- 
ing a lighted lantern. 

" I am sorry to be compelled to have recourse," 
said the captain, " to harsh means of enforcing 
silence upon a child and a gentleman, but neces- 
sity has no choice. You have to thank your 
countrymen for the indignity to which you must 
now submit. They may take it into their heads, 

though it's not likely, to search the brig — d n 

their impertinence— American though she be, in 
which case a scream from either of you might 
deprive our quaking friend here of valuable 
property. Look alive," added the skipper, quick- 
ly, addressing a sailor whom I had i^ot in the dim 
light before observed; he held cords, a gag, and a 
clasp-knife in his hand — " look alive. Bill. This 
gentleman will not offer an absurd resistance! " 

I did not attempt to do sq, and in a few minutes 
the operation of gagging and binding was skill- 
fully performed. Utter the faintest sound I 
could not; nor could I stamp my feet or clap 
my hands, so tightly was I pinioned. I could 
move my arms from the elbow up and down 
pretty freely, but my hands could only strike a 
bale of soft goods, which would not emit the 
slightest sound. The case was hopeless, unless 
the British boarders discovered me of themselves, 
which was very unlikely. They would probably, 
after a careful — but almost sure to be a fruitless 
— search, put down the shirt signal as a hoax, 
and rejoin the corvette. 

" Our friend here will remain with you," said 
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the cftptain (he never addi*essed or spoke of him 
by name, neither that of Benson nor Collins). 
** He is apprehensive that one or more of the 
boardel's might claim him as an old acquaint- 
ance, which might be awkward. He won't re- 
quire to be gagged," added the skipper, jocularly. 

" And if either of them that is gagged," sav- 
agely growled Collins, " dares but to try to 
squeak or even wriggle, I'll split his skull with 
this hatchet without a moment's hesitation, curse 
me if I don't." 

" There will be no occasion for that," said the 
skipper. " Come along. Bill ; the Britishers will 
be here in a few minutes, and, I have no doubt, 
gone in a few more." He and the sailor climbed 
over the concealing bales, filled up the aperture, 
and went on deck. I should have stated that 
none of Collins's negroes — there were not more 
than twenty odd on board — were permitted to 
see us cooped. Not one, as I knew, could speak a 
word of £2nglish, or any other European tongue, 
but one among them might have pointed sig- 
nificantly to where we were confined. They were 
all recent importations into Cuba from Africa, 
whom Collins had bought cheap. 

Nearly an hour, I reckoned, had passed, when 
we heard voices approaching: one was that of the 
American captain, the other that of a British 
officer. They were in angry contention, the Skip- 
per of the brig affecting violent indignatioli at 
the instllting search of an American vessel by a 
King's cruiser, which insult, he hinted, would 
be signally punished by the great United States. 

The English officer replied that he had seen 



214 THE ADVENTURES OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

the signal before mentioned, that it was his 
bounden duty to minutely inspect the vessel ; and 
he would do so if the President of the United 
States was on board. If the signal proved to 
be a hoax, and the American brig suffered pe- 
cuniary loss from her brief detention by the 
British cruiser, that loss would, of course, be 
made good by the English Government. The 
voices passed onward; we had distinctly heard 
every syllable. 

Can a more trying, terrible position be imag- 
ined? Within call, easy call, of irresistible help, 
and unable to appeal to it! My brain was on 
fire with impotent, unavailing rage. 

The officer would soon repass the spot where 
we were caged; and should our den escape his 
notice, all would be over. 

Collins was seated between me and Rosabella, 
his lantern, carefully shaded outward, at his 
feet. He breathed hard and thickly, and held his 
hatchet menacingly at Rosabella, who had made 
a spasmodic, and, of course, ineffectual attempt 
to release herself. I could touch his legs — strike 
them — had that been of any use, with my hands. 

The voices of the American skipper and the 
British lieutenant again made themselves heard; 
they were returning from ineffectual search: in 
two minutes they would have passed. Was 
there no help — no hope? 

It was an inspiration; the instrument of de- 
liverance the gift of God! Fidgeting about with 
my hands, the right struck against a knife — the 
sharp-pointed, open knife which the sailor used 
when binding me. I gripped it with a clutch of 
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steel, unobserved by Collins, whose attention, as 
I have observed, was monopolized by Rosabella. 
I could, I repeat, have struck CoUins's legs with 
my fists had it been of any use to do so. 

The officers came nearer, close, were passing, 
when suddenly, and, with all the strength I could 
give to the blow, I drove the knife into Collinses 
thigh. A scream, a yell of anguish impossible 
to be repressed, rang through the ship; he 
dropped the hatchet on the floor, and danced and 
jumped about in mad agony, the knife, which I 
could not have withdrawn if I would, sticking in 
him. 

The boarders of the corvette, summoned by the 
whistle of the boatswain who accompanied the 
British lieutenant in his search, were below in no 
time. The concealing bales were pulled away: 
we were saved ! 

As soon as a little wine had recovered Virginie 
and myself from the effects of the gagging and 
binding, I went on board the corvette to confer 
with Commander Fanshawe, taking her with me. 
He evinced much sympathy, as I was sure he 
would, and, having clearly ascertained all the 
facts, at once decided upon what to do. The 
American brig would not be detained. 

Whatever complicity with CoUins's crime 
might be proved against him, he was not amen- 
able to British authority, the offense not hav- 
ing been committed on British soil or within 
British jurisdiction. Collins, Caesar, and Rosa- 
bella, being subjects of his Britannic Majesty, 
he should take back to Cuba, and deliver them 
over to the authorities there. Orders to that 
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effect were given; Csesar^ his wife, and Collins 
were brought on board the Ranger, the latter 
foaming at the mouth with rage and pain. The 
corvette immediately filled, and stood away for 
Cuba. 

God ! the delight, the ecstasy I felt at hugging, 
cuddling Virginie! I trod the corvette^s deck, 
knowing that the sweet, suffering child was 
saved ! " Soon see mamma now/^ she murmured : 
" sure to see mamma soon now.'^ " Sure, my dar- 
ling, to see mamma now,^' I replied a hundred 
times at least. Yet was that so sure? There 
was a terrible probability that not having heard 
of the lost one, or from me suggesting hope at 
least, for so long a time, might have proved fatal 
to her. I recalled the physician's words of warn- 
ing, and shuddered with the new dread. Vir- 
ginie felt that I did, and a vague fear darkened 
for a moment her child-mind. " Sure — quite, 
quite sure — to see mamma soon? '^ she whispered, 
looking doubtfully with suffused eyes in my face. 
" Sure — quite, quite sure — darling, to see mam- 
ma soon now.'' The cloud passed away; a sweet 
smile illumined her charming face^ and in a few 
minutes she fell into placid sleep in my arnis. 

The Ranger made a rapid run to Havanah, lay 
to off the harbor, and, having sent me and Vir- 
ginie ashore, and consigned Collins, Rosabella, 
and her husband to the custody of the authorities 
for prosecution, under the surveillance of the 
English consul, left immediately. 

Having placed Virginie in the care of the mis- 
tress of La Fonda de Espafia^ I. lost no time Iq 
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calling upon Madam Penshurst's physician. His 
advice as the best manner of breaking the tid- 
ings to her of the child's safe arrival would, of 
course, be of much more value than that of Te- 
resa, however clever and well-intentioned she 
might be. Madam Penshurst had not sunk un- 
der the afflictive torture she had undergone. Her 
intellect, the physician added, was clearer, much 
clearer; but she was frightfully weak, and the 
shock of so great a joy might be fatal to her, if 
too suddenly announced. He would visit her im- 
mediately, and first carefully hint that he had 
heard indirectly of me, but from a sure source, 
and that I had a strong hope of tracing out and 
recovering the child. On the morrow, if these 
few drops of balm for hurt minds had produced 
a beneficial effect, a stronger dose might be ad- 
ministered, and by the evening, possibly, the 
blessed truth might be disclosed, the child placed 
in her arms, with a reasonable hope that no fatal 
result would follow. " The experiment," added 
the physician, ^^ must be tried. Madam Pens- 
hurst is gradually sinking; the restoration of her 
child may save her: I hope, almost believe it will, 
and nothing else can." 

Teresa came to La Fonda in the evening, and, 
in her half-delirious delight at again seeing Vir- 
ginie, went nigh to stifle and drown the child 
with her passionate, hysterical kisses and tears. 
When she could attend to me, she said that 
Madam Penshurst had been flurried, but not 
dangerously, by the physician's hints; and that 
her former, and for some time past shaken, con- 
fidence in the certainty of my success, was again 
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fixing itself in her mind. Teresa had heard all 
about it from the physician, and the torrent of 
praise of my conduct, and fierce denunciation of 
Collins, Rosabella, and her husband poured forth, 
in unbroken volume, for at least an hour by the 
voluble damsel, was something marvelous. 
'^ And Madam will be grateful — deeply grateful 
to you, Sefior,^^ added Teresa, with a piercing 
look which set all the blood in my body ablaze: 
" I am sure she will ; so be of good courage, Sefior. 
Adios.^' 

The next day about noon Teresa came to fetch 
Virginie by direction of the physician. He had, 
he thought, sufficiently prepared the mother for 
the presence of her child, and was waiting at the 
house to watch the result. In less than two 
hours Teresa returned with joyful news: all had 
gone happily, and Madam P. had fallen into a 
calm sleep — her happy child embraced in her 
clasping arms. 

I sailed for Jamaica a few days afterward to 
deliver my official report to the Admiral. It 
was favorably received, dispatched with Sir 
Charles's comments thereon to England, and, in 
the fullness of time, formed part of a Parliamen- 
tary Blue Book, " On the Slave Trade and the 
M^ans of its Effectual Suppression." I never 
read it in its printed form, nor have I ever heard 
of anybody else that did. 

Six months afterward I revisited Cuba. 
Madam Penshurst had perfectly recovered her 
mental and bodily health. I observed, however, 
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or thought I did, a pensive expression in her 
beautiful eyes, which touched them with a yet 
softer, diviner radiance. Virginie, too, was in 
fine health. Madam Penshurst received me with, 
I may say, enthusiastic cordiality: her gratitude 
to me was boundless. Yes, and only gratitude. 
I felt the second time I met her that the words, 
" I will never marry again, young Sir. Do not 
dream that I will," expressed an unchangeable 
resolve. 

The young widow consulted with the physician 
as to how she might best, most delicately, pre- 
sent me with some substantial mark of her grati- 
tude and esteem. The proposition, when men- 
tioned to me by the physician, threw me into a 
frenzy. The idea of receiving rmyiiey — of being 
paid for the service I had rendered Madam Pens- 
hurst and her daughter, was inexpressibly odious 
and revolting to me. I wrote to Madam Pens- 
hurst in that sense. A wild, passionate, sense- 
less effusion it was — to which Madam Penshurst 
sent a most gentle, considerate, sorrowful, but 
quite firm reply. In every one of the waving lines 
I could distinctly read, misty as my eyes were 
— " I will never marry again, young Sir. Do not 
dream that I will." She sent me a valuable ring 
as a souvenir, which I accepted. From the hour 
I placed it on my finger, I regarded it as a pledge 
of persistent bachelorship. It has proved to be 
so. 
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